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PREFACE. 


What are you to do when you are sent away by 
your doctor for three or four weeks of perfect rest ? 
*You are made to promise that you will lie perfectly 
fallow, take no books and allow no proofsheets to 
reach you. A very eminent German j)rofessor, the 
late Dr. Neander, the famous Church historian, 
solved the difficulty in his own way. He had 
faithfully [)romised his physician that he would take 
no books with him to Karlsbad, but had at last, as 
a great favour, obtained permission to take at least 
one work with him on his journey, On the morning 
of his departure the doctor wished to say good-bye 
to his patient, and calling at his door saw a cart 
laden with heavy folios. “ But, dear professor,” he 
said, with considerable surprise and displeasure, 
“ you had promised me to take no books with you.” 
“ Yes, doctor,” the professor replied, “ but you 
allowed me one work, so I thought I might take 
the Fathers with me to Karlsbad.” I might have 
done the same, if I had taken the “ Rig Veda ” only, 
or the Sacred Books of the East with me, but my 
conscience would not allow it, so that I found ^n>y- 
self in small lodgings at an English watering place 
with nothing to do all day long but to answer a 
number of accumulated letters and to read The 
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Times, which always follows me. What was I to 
do ? Doctors ought to know that to a man accus- 
tomed to work enforced rest is quite as irritating 
and depressing as travaux fords. -In self-defence 
I at last hit on a very simple expedient. I began 
to write what could be written without a single 
book, and taking paper, pen and ink — these I had 
never forsworn — I jotted down some recollections 
of former years. The fancy took me, and I said 
with Goethe : — 

Ihr naht euch wieder, schwankende (xcstalten — 
and after a day or two I was so absorbed in my 
work, if work it could be called, that I said again 
with Goethe ; — 

Ihr drangt euch zu ! Nun gut, so mogt ihr walten. . . . 

Of course I had to leave many a gap in my sketch 
of Auld Lang .Syne. Dates, even names, would 
now and then leave me in the lurch, and as I had 
no means of verifying anything, I had to wait till 
I was settled again among my books and letters 
and papers at home. But though I corrected some 
glaring anachronisms and some mistaken names, I 
could leave my MS. very much as it had been written 
down in my temporary exile, and 1 can therefore 
vouch for its truth so far that it is an exact copy of the 
negative developed by long exposure in my memory. 
Whpther it is accurate, who can tell ? I know from 
sad experience that my memory is no longer what 
it was. All I can say is that the positive copy here 
published is as true and as exact as the rays of the 
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evening sun of life, falling on the negative in my 
memory, could make it. Though I have supi)ressed 
whatever could possibly have given offence to any 
sensible person, however sensitive, I have not re- 
touched the pictures of my friends or acquaintances, 
nor have I tried, as is now so much the fashion, 
to take out all the lines and wrinkles so that nothing 
remains but the washed-out kices of angels. 

What I give here is but a small portion of the 
panorama of life that has passed before my eyes. 
Of myself there is but little, for the spectator or 
interpreter in a panorama should remain unseen and 
in the dark. It is a jileasure to him, though often a 
sad ideasure, to s(;e once more, what he has seen 
before, to live the old time over again, to look once, 
more at dear faces, once so full of love and life, to 
feel the touch of a vanished hand, and hear a voice 
that is still. 

As we. grow old it is our fate to lose our 
friends ; but the friends we have lost are often 
nearer to us than those who remain. Will they 
never be quite near to us again ? Stars meet stars 
after thousands of years, ami are. we not of more 
value than many a star ? 


F. MAX MULLER. 
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AULD LANG SYNE. 


M U S I C A L RECOLI.ECTl ONS. 

The man that has no music in himself. 

Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds, 

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils : 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 

And his affections dark as Erebus. 

Let no such man be trusted. 

Thus wrote .Shakc-speare ; but with all due respect 
for the immortal bard, he was wrong for once. Did 
not my dear friend, Arthur Stanley, hate music, and 
was he not to be trusted ? Were his affections dark 
as Erebus ? 

'I'rue it is, music gives us a new life, and to be 
•.vithoLit that life is the same loss as to be blind, and 
not to know the infinite blue of the sky, the varied 
verdure of the trees, or the silver sparkle of the sea. 
Music is the language of the soul, but it defies inter- 
pretation. It means something, but that something 
belongs not to this world of sense and logic, but to 
another world, quite real, though beyond all defini- 
tion. How different music is from all other arts ! 
They all have something to imitate which is brought 
to us by the senses. But what does music imitate ? 
Not the notes of the lark, nor the roar of the sea ; 
they cannot be imitated, and if they are, it i's’ but a 

I 
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caricature. The melodies of Schubert were chosen, 
not from the Prater, but from another world. 

For educational purposes music is invaluable. It 
softens the young barbarian, it makes him use his 
fingers deftly, it lifts him up, it brings him messages 
from another world, it makes him feel the charm 
of harmony and beauty. There is no doubt an 
eternal harmony that pervades every kind of 
music, and there are the endless varieties of music, 
some so strange that they seem hardly to deserve 
to be called a gift of the Muses. There is in music 
something immortal and something mortal. There 
is even habit in music ; for the music that delights 
us sounds often hideous to uneducated ears. 

Indian music is thoroughly scientific, based on 
mathematics, and handed down to the present age 
after many centuries of growth. But when we hear it 
for the first time, it seems mere noise, without melody, 
without harmony, without rhythm. The Maoris 
have their own music too, but send a New Zealander 
to hear a long symphony of Beethoven, and, if he 
can, he will certainly run away long before the finale. 

In a lesser degree it is the same with us. Beet- 
hoven’s compositions were at first considered wild 
and lawless. Those who admired Mozart and 
Haydn could not endure him. Afterwards the 
world was educated up to his Ninth Symphony, but 
sorpe of his later sonatas for pianoforte and violin 
were played by Mendelssohn and David in my 
hearing, and they both shrugged their shoulders, and 
thought that the old man had been no longer quite 
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himself when he wrote them. We have grown into 
them, or up to them, and now many a young 
man is able to enjoy them, and to enjoy them 
honestly. I remember the time when Schumann’s 
songs were published at Leipzig, and the very 
same songs which now delight us were then by 
the best judges called curious, strange, interesting, 
promising, but no more. Yes, there is habit in 
music, and we are constantly passing through a 
musical education ; nay, the time comes when our 
education seems finished, and we can learn and take 
in no more. I have passed through a long school. 
I began with Haydn, Mozart, and Beethoven, lived 
on with Mendelssohn, rose to Schumann, and reached 
even Brahms ; but I could never get beyond, I could 
never learn to enjoy Wagner except now and then 
in one of his lucid intervals. No doubt this is my 
fault and my loss, but surely the vulgus profanum 
also has its rights and may protest against being 
tired instead of being refreshed and invigorated by 
music. Would Mendelsshon have admired Wag- 
ner ? Would Beethoven have listend to his music, 
would Bach have tolerated it Yet these were 
musicians too, though perhaps not sufficiently 
educated. To be honest, a great deal of Wagner’s 
music seems tiresome to me, and I do not see why 
it should ever end. 

My musical education began very early, so early 
that I cannot remember ever passing through any 
drudgery. As long as I remember I could play, 
and I was destined to become a musician, till I went 
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to the University, and Mendelssohn advised me to 
keep to Greek and Latin. I was born and brought up 
in Dessau, a small German town in an oasis of oak- 
trees where the Elbe and the Mulde meet, a town then 
overflowing with music. Such towns exist no longer. 

When I went to school at Dessau, this small cap- 
ital of the small Duchy of Anhalt- Dessau counted, 
I believe, not more than ten or twelve thousand 
inhabitants. Everybody knew everybody. As a 
boy I knew not only the notables of Dessau, I 
knew the shops and the shopmen, the servants, 
the day-labourers ( Tageldhner) who sawed and split 
wood in the street, every old woman that sold 
apple.s, every beggar that asked for a Pfennig — 
mark, not a penny, but the tenth part of a penny. 
It was a curious town, with one long street run- 
ning through it, the Cavalierstrasse, very broad, with 
pavements on each side. But the street had to be 
weeded from time to time, there being too little 
traffic to prevent the grass from growing up be- 
tween the chinks of the stones. The houses had 
generally one storey only ; those of two or three 
storeys were mostly buildings erected by the Duke for 
his friends and his higher officials. Many houses were, 
mere cottages, consisting of a ground floor and a high 
roof. Almost every house had a small mysterious 
looking-glass fastened outside the window in which 
the dwellers within could watch and discuss an ap- 
proaching visitor long before he or she came within 
speakirig distance. It was the fashion not only to 
white wash the plastered walls of houses, but to 
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green-wash, or to blue-wash, or to pink-wash them. 
All this is changed now ; few people remember the 
old streets, with distant lamps swinging across to 
make darkness more visible at night, and with long 
waterspouts frowning down on the pavement like 
real gargoyles, and not frowning only, but during 
a thunderstorm pouring down buckets of water on 
Jthe large red and green umbrellas of the passers-by. 

Dessau was then a very poor town, but a Iceta 
paupertas reigned in it ; everybody knew how much 
everybody else possessed or earned, and no one was 
expected to spend more than was justified by his 
position. We can hardly understand now with how 
little people then managed, not only to live, but 
thoroughly to enjoy the highest pleasures of life. 
My grandfather, who was the Duke’s Prime Min- 
ister, received, 1 believe, no more than two thousand 
thalers (^300) salary, though there may have been 
additional allowances for rent, carriages and horses. 
But there was a curious mixture of simplicity of life 
and enjoyments of the highest kind. I remember 
in my grandfather’s house delightful social gather 
ings, musical and literary performances. I remem- 
ber Mozart’s “Don Juan,” Beethoven’s “Fidelio” 
being performed there, the latest works of Goethe 
and Jean Paul being read and appreciated with a 
cup of tea or a glass of wine. A more select circle 
enjoyed their Shakespeare, their Dante, their Cal- 
deron in English, Italian, and Spanish. I remem- 
ber my grandfather (the son of Basedow,, the re 
former of national education in Germany) in his 
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Court uniform, driving' to Court in his carriage arid 
pair, servants in full livery, everybody making room 
for him and bowing deep on each side, hat in hand. 
And when he came back from Court, was it not a 
real holiday for his grandchildren to turn the pockets 
of his uniform inside out — the pockets were lined on 
purpose with soft leather — to see what bonbons and 
cakes he had brought home for us from Tafel — i.e., 
dinner at Court } Almost my first recollections come 
from my grandfather’s house. My mother, after the 
very early death of my father, who died before I 
was four years old, had gone back to live at her 
father’s house. This was a very common arrange- 
ment then. Two or three generations often lived 
together in the same house, and among the better 
families the house was looked upon as a common 
home, descending from father to son and grandson. 
There was a large garden stretching out behind 
the house, which was our playground. Our neigh- 
bours’ gardens were separated on each side from 
our own by a low hedge only. Next door to us 
was the house of a soap and candlemaker, and I still 
remember the disagreeable smells on the day when 
soap was boiled and candles were drawn. People 
talked across the garden hedge to their neighbours, 
and all the affairs of the town were discussed there. 
Our neighbour on the right side took lodgers, and 
onQ of them was a young man who had come to 
Dessau to study music under F. Schneider, and at 
the same time to give music lessons. He had been 
a theological student, but had umgesattelt (changed 
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saddles), and now tried to support himself as best 
he could at Dessau. He often talked to me across 
the garden hedge (I was only five years old). One 
day he lifted me across into his own garden, and 
asked whether I would like to learn the pianoforte. 
I, of course, said yes, and he then bade me promise 
to come to him every day for half an hour, but not 
to say a word to my mother or to anybody else. 

*The bargain was struck ; I kept my music quite 
secret, till, after about half a year or so, I sat down 
at my grandfather’s pianoforte, and to the amaze- 
ment of everybody played some easy pieces of 
Mozart or Diabelli. Of course the young theolog- 
ical student— his name was Kahle — was engaged 
at once to be my music-master. He charged five 
Groschen (sixpence) for a lesson, and I made very 
rapid progress. My mother was very musical ; 
she had a splendid alto voice, and was often in- 
vited to sing the solos at the great musical festivals 
in Germany. My aunts, too, sang very well, and 
as a little boy I could sing all the songs which they 
sang, and well remember being put on a table to 
sing Handel’s great arias, “ Schnell wie des Blitzes 
Strahl,” etc. Dessau at that time was steeped in music. 

The reigning Duke kept a first-rate orchestra, and 
at the head of it was Friedrich Schneider, a w’ell- 
known composer of the old school, a cantor, like 
Bach, but also Ducal Capcllmeister, and the ^head 
of what was then called a musical school, now a 
conservatorium. This school was frequented by 
students from all parts of Germany, and it has 
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produced some excellent musicians and well-known 
composers. There were public concerts given 
regularly every fortnight at a very low charge, 
and there were rehearsals twice a week, at which 
a few people only were allowed to be present. I 
was one of the few, and every Tuesday and Friday 
after school I sat there for an hour or two hearing 
the very best music excellently performed, and be- 
ing deeply impressed, nay, awed by old Schneider, 
who stormed at the players when a single note 
went wrong, and used language which I was not 
allowed to repeat. He was a character. A small, 
square man, with greyish hair flowing down to his 
shoulders, his black eyes full of fire, and sometimes 
of fury. He was very fond of his glass of wine, 
which had given to his whole face, and particularly 
to his nose, a glowing ruddy complexion. He 
brooked no opposition from anybody, and he was 
the terror of all the young musicians who showed 
themselves at Dessau. His orchestra had such a 
reputation at that time that some of the greatest 
celebrities considered it an honour either to have 
their compositions performed or to be allowed to 
sing or play at his concerts. I remember Paganini, 
Sonntag, Spohr, Mendelssohn (then quite a young 
man), and many more passing through their ordeal 
at Dessau. Mendelssohn’s visit left a deep im- 
pression on my mind. I was still a mere child, 
he a very young man, and, as I thought, with the 
head of an angel. Mendelssohn’s was always a 
handsorhe face, but later in life the sharpness of 
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his features betrayed his Jewish blood. He . ex- 
celled as an organ player, and while at Dessaijl’ he 
played on the organ in the Grosse Kirche, chiefly 
extempore. I was standing by him, when he took 
me on his knees and asked me to play a choral 
while he played the pedal. I .see it all now as if 
it had been yesterday, and I felt convinced at that 
time that I too {anch' to) would be a musician. 
Was not Weber, Karl Maria von Weber, my god- 
father, and had he not given me my surname of Max ? 
My father and mother had been staying with Weber 
at Dresden, and my father had undertaken to write 
the te.xt for a new opera, which was never finished. 
Weber was then writing his “ Freischiitz,” and my 
mother has often described to me how he would 
walk about the whole day in his room composing, 
not before the pianoforte, but with a small guitar, 
and how she heard every melody gradually emerg- 
ing from the tw'ang of his little instrument. Both 
his wife and my mother were expecting their con- 
finement, and it was arranged that if the children 
should be boys, they should be called Max, if girls, 
Agathe. We were both boys, and Weber’s son. 
Max Maria von Weber, became a* distinguished 
traveller, a most charming writer, and at last an 
influential financier in the Austrian service. He 
stayed with me several times at Oxford, and we 
exchanged notes about our respective fathers. He 
published a life of his father, v/hich has, I "believe, 
been translated into English. 

Old Schneider was kind to young Mendelssohn, 



lO 


AULD LANG SYNE. 


whenever he came to Dessau ; they were both 
ardent admirers of Handel and Bach, but the more 
modern and romantic compositions of the young 
composer did not quite meet the approval of the 
severe Maestro. Schneider was terribly outspoken, 
and apt to lose his temper and become violent. He 
once had a most painful scene with Madame Sonn- 
tag, or rather with Countess Something, as she was 
then. First of all, he thought very little of any 
composer whose name ended in ini or ante, and he 
would but seldom yield to the Duke and Duchess 
when they wished now and then to have some of 
Rossini’s or Mercadante’s music performed by their 
own orchestra. But when the Italian Countess 
ventured to speak to his orchestra and to ask them 
for a ritardando of her own, he flourished his biton 
and broke out: “Madame,” he said, “you may 
sing as you like, but I look after of my orchestra,” 
and there was an end of it. 

Life went on, and what time I could spare from 
school work, perhaps too much, was given to music. 
There was not an air or a symphony of Beethoven’s 
which at that time I could not have hummed from 
beginning to end, and even now I often detect myself 
humming, “ Ich bin’.s, du bist’s, O himmlisches 
Entziicken ! ” Who does not know that duet be- 
tween Fidelio and Florestan ? Much of that hum- 
ming repertorio has remained with me for life, 
though I cannot always tell now where an Allegro 
or Adfigio comes from. It comes without being 
called, I cannot drive it away when I want to be 
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quiet, I hum the bass, I whistle the piccolo, I 
draw out the notes from the violoncello, I blow the 
trumpet, in fact I often feel like Queen Bess, “And 
she shall have music wherever she goes ”, 

When I was about eleven or twelve, old Schneider 
allowed me to play with accompaniment of the full 
orchestra some concertos of Mozart, etc. This was 
^a great event in my quiet life, and everything looked 
as if music was to be my profession. When after- 
wards I went to the Nicolai School at Leipzig, the 
school at which Leibniz (not Leibnitz) had been 
educated, I lived again in the musical house of 
Professor Carus. His wife sang sweetly ; his son, 
my old friend, Professor V. Carus, was an excellent 
violin player, a pupil of David. I myself began to 
play the violoncello, but without much success, and 
I joined a chorus under Mendelssohn, who was 
then director of the famous Gewandhaus concerts 
at Leipzig. We often had to sing anything he had 
cohiposed and wished to hear before performing it 
in public. As a friend of my father and my mother, 
Mendelssohn was always most charming to me, but 
he did not encourage my idea of a musical career. 
The fact was I had not time to serve two masters. 

I could not practise and study music as it ought to 
be practised and studied without neglecting Greek 
and Latin, and, as life became more serious, my 
mind was more and more drawn to the thoughts 6f 
antiquity, to Homer and Cicero, and away from the 
delights of music, I heard excellent music at tl?e house 
of Professor Carus. I still have an old slip of paper 
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on which Mendelssohn, Liszt, David, Kalliwoda and 
Hiller wrote their names for me one evening after they 
had been playing quartettes at Professor Carus’ house. 



1 even ventured while at Leipzig to play some- 
times at public concerts in the neighbourhood. But 
when I began to look forward to what 1 should 
make of my life, and how 1 should carve out for 
myself a useful career, I saw that music was out of 
the question. There was another consideration 
which determined my choice. There was much 
deafness in my family. My mother became deaf 
when she was still quite young, my grandmother, 
several of my uncles and cousins, all had lost their 
hearing, and this induced me, young as 1 was, to 
choose a profession which would be possible even 
if I shpijld share the same misfortune. I could not 
think of medicine, or law, or the Church — so I said 
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to myself, keep to Greek and Latin, try to be a 
scholar. A professorship was my highest ambition, 
but I thought that even if that should fail, I might 
find a quiet Benedictine cell somewhere, and support 
myself by my pen. So music had to step into the 
background, not altogether, but so as not to interfere 
with more serious work. No, music, though some- 
what slighted, has remained a true and faithful friend 
to me through life. I have enjoyed music until very 
late in life when I began to feel satisfied, and would 
much rather hum a symphony to myself than hear 
it played, often not half so well as I remembered it 
at Dessau, at the Gewandhaus concerts at Leipzig, 
and at the marvellous Conservatoire concerts in 
Paris. These were the perfection of instrumental 
music. Never has any other performance come 
near them. It was difficult to get a ticket. People 
used to form queue and stand the whole night in 
order to secure the next morning an abonnement 
for the season. To buy a ticket was beyond my 
means, for when I was at Paris I had entirely to 
support myself. But a friend of mine took me 
to the Conservatoire, and I often sat in the corri- 
dor without seeing the orchestra, listening as if to 
organ music. It was perfect. Every instrument of 
the orchestra was first-rate — the players had mostly 
passed through the same school, the conductor was 
an old man with a German name which I forget. 
Was it Habeneck ? He reminded me of Schneider, 
and certainly his orchestra marched like a regiment 
of soldiers. 
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And besides being a constant source of the 

highest enjoyment to me, music has often helped 

me in my pilgfrimag'e through life. Both 111 Par/S 
and later on in London, many a house was open to. 
me which would have remained closed to a mere 
scholar. Musicians also always took an interest in 
the son of the poet, Wilhelm Muller, whose songs 
had been set to music, not only by Schubert, but 
by many other popular composers. I well re- 
member, when telling Jenny Lind whose son 1 
was, how she held up her hands and said : “ What? 
the son of the poet of the ‘ Mullerlieder ’ ! Now 
sit down,” she said, “and let me sing you the 
‘ Schdne Mullcrin ’. ” And she began to sing, and 
sang all the principal songs of that sad idyll, just 
moving her head and hands a little, but really acting 
the whole story as no actress on the stage could 
have acted it. It was a perfect tragedy, and it has 
remained with me for life. Stockhausen also (who, as 
I saw too late, has just been celebrating his seventieth 
birthday) once sang the “ Winterreise ” to me in the 
same way, but as I had to accompany him I had 
only half the pleasure, though even that was great. 

How many memories crowd in upon me ! I 
heard Liszt when I was still at school at Leipzig. 

It was his first entry into Germany, and he came 
like a triumphator. He was young, theatrical, and 
terwbly attractive, as ladies, young and old, used to 
say. His style of playing was then something quite 
new — now every player lets off the same fireworks. 
The musical critics who then ruled supreme at 
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Leipzig were somewhat coy and reserved, and I 
remember taking a criticism to the editor of the 
Let^zij^er Ta£'e3/a// which the writer did not wish 
to sign with his own name. Mendelssohn only, 
with his well-tempered heart, received him with 
open arms. He gave a matinee musicale at his 
house, all the best-known musicians of the place 
being present. I remember, though vaguely, David, 
Kalliwoda, Hiller ; I doubt whether Schumann and 
Clara Wieck were present. Well, Liszt appeared 
in his Hungarian costume, wild and magnificent.. 
He told Mendelssohn that he had written something 
special for him. He sat down, and swaying right 
and left on his music-stool, played first a Hungarian 
melody, and then three or four variations, one 
more incredible than the other. 

We stood amazed, and after everybody had paid 
his compliments to the hero of the day, some of 
Mendelssohn’s friends gathered round him, and 
.said: “Ah, Felix, now we can pack up (‘jetzt 
kdnnen wir einpacken ’). No one can do that ; 
it is over with us ! ” Mendelssohn smiled ; and 
when Liszt came up to him asking him to play 
something in turn, he laughed and .said that he never 
played now ; and this, to a certain extent, was 
true. He did not give much time to practising 
.then, but worked chiefly at composing and directing 
his concerts. However, Liszt would take no »e- 
fusal, and so at last little Mendelssohn, w'ith his 
own charming playfulness, said: “Well, I’ll play, 
but you must promise me not to be angry”. ’ And 
what did he play } He sat down and played first 
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of all Liszt’s Hungarian melody, and then one 
variation after another, so that no one but Liszt 
himself could have told the difference. We all 
trembled lest Liszt should be offended, for Mendels- 
sohn could not keep himself from slightly imitating 
Liszt’s movements and raptures. However, Men- 
delssohn managed never to offend man, woman, 
or child. Liszt laughed and applauded, and ad- 
mitted that no one, not he himself, could have 
performed such a bravura. Many years after I 
saw Liszt once more, at the last visit he paid to 
London. He came to the Lyceum to .see Irving 
and Ellen Terry act in “ Faust ”. The whole 
theatre rose when the old, bent Maestro appeared 
in the dress circle. When the play was over, I 
received an invitation from Mr., now Sir Henry, 
Irving to join a supper party in honour of Liszt. 

I could not resist, though I was staying with friends 
in London and had no latch-key. It was a brilliant 
affair. Rooms had been fitted up on purpose with 
old armour, .splendid pictures, gorgeous curtains. 
We sat down, about thirty people ; I knew hardly 
anybody, though they were all known to fame, and 
not to know them was to profess oneself unknown. 
However, I was placed next to Liszt, and I re- 
minded him of those early Leipzig days. He was 
not in good spirits ; he would not speak English, 
th«ugh Ellen Terry sat on his right side, and, as 
she would not speak German or French, I had to 
interpret as well as I could, and it was not always 
easy. At last Miss Ellen Terry turned to me and 
said: “Tell I iszt that I can speak German,” and 
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when he turned to listen, she said in her girlish, 
bell-like voice : Lieber Liszt, ich Hebe Dich'’. I 
hope I am not betraying secrets ; anyhow, as I 
have been indiscreet once, I may as well say what 
happened to me afterwards. It was nearly 3 a.m. 
when I reached my friend’s house. With great 
difficulty I was able to rouse a servant to let me in, 
and when the next morning I was asked where I 
had been, great was the dismay when I said that 
I had had supper at the Lyceum. Liszt had 
promised to come to stay with me at Oxford, but 
the day when I expected him, the following note 
arrived from Amsterdam, probably one of the last 
he ever wrote : — 
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A few weeks after, I saw his death announced in 
the papers. 

And thus Liszt left the stage. I saw his entrance 
and his exit, and when I asked myself. What has he 
left behind ? I could only think of the new school 
of brilliant executionists of which he may truly be 
called the founder and life-long apostle. I confess 
that, though I feel dazzled at the impossibilities 
which he and his pupils perform with their ten 
fingers, I often sigh for an Allegro or an Andante 
by Haydn and Mozart as they were played in my 
young days with simplicity and purity on very 
imperfect instruments. Players now .seem to think 
of themselves only, not of the musical poets whose 
works they are to render. Mendelssohn, Clara 
Wieck (Madame Schumann), even Moscheles and 
Hummel acted as faithful interpreters. On listening 
to them, exquisite as their execution was, one 
thought far more of what they played than how 
they played. That time is gone, and no one has 
now, or will ever have again, the courage to bring 
it back. If one wants to enjoy a sonata of Haydn 
one has to play it oneself or hum it, because the old 
fingers will not do their work any longer. 

And Mendelssohn also, whom I had known as a 
young man, said good-bye to me for the last time 
in London. It was after the first performance of 
his “ Elijah” in 1847. He too said he would come 
again next year, and then came the news of his 
sudden death. I saw him last at Bunsen’s house, 
where ne played at a matinie musicale, always ready 
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to pJease and oblige his friends, always amiable and 
charming, even under great provocation. Only 
once I remember seeing him almost beside himself 
with anger, and well he might be. He po.ssessed a 
most valuable album, with letters, poems, pictures, 
compositions of the most illustrious men of the age, 
such as Goethe and others. The binding had 
somewhat suffered, so it was sent to be mended, 
and I was present when it came back. It was at 
his sister’s house, Fanny Hensel’s, at Berlin. 
Mendelssohn opened the album, jumped up and 
screamed. The binder had cut off the blue skies 
and tree-tops of all the Italian sketches, and the 
signatures of most of the poems and letters. This 
was too much for Felix, he was for once infelix. 
Still, happy and serene as his life certainly was, for 
he had everything a man of his talents could desire, 
there were bitter drops in it of which the world 
knew little, and need not know anything now. 
There are things we know, important things which 
the world would be glad to know. But we bury 
them ; they are to be as if they had never been, like 
letters that are reduced to ashes and can never be 
produced again by friends or enemies. 

He was devoted to his sister Fanny, who was 
married to Hensel the painter, an intimate friend 
of my father.. When I was a student at Berlin, I 
was much in their house in the Leipziger Straxe, 
and heard many a private concert given in the large 
room looking out on the garden. Mendelssohn played 
almost every instrument in the orchestra, and had 



20 


AULD LANG SYNE. 


generally to play the instrument which he was sup- 
posed to play worst. When he played the pianoforte, 
he was handicapped by being made to play with his 
arms crossed. All the celebrities of Berlin (and Berlin 
was then rich in celebrities) were present at those 
musical gatherings, and Mendelssohn was the life of 
the whole. He was never quiet for a moment, moving 
from chair to chair and conversing with everybody. 

Boeckh, the great Greek scholar, lived in the 
same house, and Mendelssohn had received so good 
a classical education that he could hold his own 
when discussing with the old master the choruses 
of the Antigone. Mendelssohn was, in fact, a man 
^efes et rottmdus. He was at home in classical litera- 
ture, he spoke French and English, he was an ex- 
quisite draughtsman, and had seen the greatest works 
of the greatest painters, ancient and modern. His 
father, a rich banker in Berlin, had done all he could 
for the education of his children. He was the son of 
Mendelssohn the philosopher, and when his son Felix 
had become known to fame, he used to say with his 
slightly Jewish accent : “ When I was young I was 
called the son of the great Mendelssohn ; now that I 
am old I am called the father of the great Mendels- 
sohn ; then, what am I } ” Well, he found the where- 
withal that enabled his son, and his other children too, 
to become what they were, all worthy of their great 
grandfather, all worthy of the name of Mendelssohn. 

Felix was attached to both his sisters, Fanny and 
Rebekfih (Dirichlet), but he was more particularly 
devoted to Fanny (Hensel). They had been edu- 
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cated together. She knew Greek and Latin like 
her brother, she played perfectly, and composed so 
well that her brother published several of her com- 
positions under his own name. They were one 
spirit and one soul, and at that time ladies still 
shrank from publicity. Everybody knew which 
songs were hers (I remember, for instance, “ Schdner 
und Schoner schmiickt sich die Flur ”), and it was 
.only later in life that she began to publish under her 
own name. 1 give the beginning of a song which 
she wrote for my mother. The words are my 
father’s, the little vignette was drawn by her hus- 
band, who was an eminent artist at Berlin. 
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The struggles which many, if not most men of 
genius, more particularly musicians, have had to 
pass through were unknown to P'elix Mendelssohn 
Bartholdy. Some people go so far as to say that 
they miss the traces of those struggles in his char- 
acter and in his music. And yet those who knew 
him . best know that his soul, too, knew its own 
bitterness. His happiest years were no doubt spent 
at Leipzig, where I saw much of him while 1 was at 
school and at the University. He was loved and 
admired by everybody ; he was undisputed master 
in the realm of music. He was. at first unmarried, 
and many were the rumours as to who should be 
his bride. News had reached his friends that his 
heart had been won by a young lady at Frankfurt ; 
but nobody, not even his most intimate friends, 
knew for certain. However, one evening he had 
just returned from Frankfurt, and had to conduct 
one of the Gewandhaus Concerts. The last piece 
was Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony. I had sung in 
the chorus, and found my.self on the orchestra when 
the concert was over, the room nearly empty, except 
his personal friends, who surrounded him and teased 
him about his approaching engagement. His beam- 
ing face betrayed him, but he would say nothing to 
anybody, till at last he sat down and extemporised 
on the pianoforte. And what was the theme of his 
fantasy ? It was the passage of the chorus, “ Wer 
ein holdes Weib errungen, mische seinen Jubel 
ein ”. That was his confession to his friends, and 
then we all knew. And she was indeed “ein holdes 
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Weib ” when she arrived at Leipzig, One thing 
only she lacked — she could not express all she felt. 
She was soon called the “ Goddess of Silence ” by 
the side of her devoted husband, who never could 
be silent, but was always bubbling over like cham- 
pagne in a small glass. They were a devoted 
couple, not a whisper was ever heard about either 
^of them, though Mendelssohn had many friends, the 
greatest of all being his sister Fanny. With her he 
could speak and exchange whatever was uppermost 
or dfeepest in his heart. I have heard them extem- 
porise together on the pianoforte, one holding with 
his little finger the little finger of the other. Her 
death was the heaviest loss he ever suffered in life. 
He was so unaccustomed to suffering and distress 
that he could never recover from this unexpected 
blow. Nor did he survive her long. She died on 
the 14th of May, 1847 ; he followed her on the 4th 
of November of the same year. 

During most of the time when Mendelssohn 
celebrated his triumphs as director of the Gewand- 
haus Concerts, young Robert Schumann was at 
Leipzig, but he was little seen. Mendelssohn, so 
bright and happy himself, wished to see the whole 
world around him bright and happy, and was kind 
to everybody. The idea of jealousy was impossible 
at that time in Mendelssohn’s heart. Neither could 
Schumann, as a young and rising musician, have 
thought himself then to be in any sense an equal or 
rival of Mendelssohn. But there are natur.es which 
like to be left alone, or with a very few intimate 
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friends only, and which shrink from the too demon- 
strative happiness of others. It is not envy, it often 
is modesty ; but in any case it is not pleasant. 
Schumann was conscious of his own strength, but 
he was still struggling for recognition, and he was 
also struggling against that adversity of fortune 
which seems to decree poverty to be the lot of 
genius. There was another struggle going on, ^ 
struggle which is generally fought out in private, but 
which in his case was carried on before the eyes of 
the world, at least the musical world of Leipzig. He 
was devoted to a young pianoforte player, Clara 
Wieck. But her father, a great teacher of music, 
would not allow the marriage. He had devoted 
years of his life to the musical education of his 
daughter, and then, as she was just lieginning to 
earn applause for herself and her master, as well as 
the pecuniary reward for their combined labours, a 
young musician, poor, and not yet recognised, 
wished to carry her off. Parents have flinty hearts, 
and the father said “ No ”. 

Many a time have I watched young Schumann 
walking alone in the neighbourhood of Leipzig, 
being unexpectedly met by a young lady, both 
looking not so happy as 1 thought that under the 
circumstances they ought. This went on for some 
time, till at last, as usual, the severe or flinty-hearted 
father had to give way, and allow a marriage which 
certainly for many years was the realisation of the 
most perfect happiness, till it ended in a terrible 
tragedy. There was the seed of madness in the 
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genius of Schumann as in that of so many really 
great men, and in an access of mania he sought and 
found rest where Ophelia sought and found it. 

I did not see much of Schumann, nor of Madame 
Schumann, in later life, though in concerts in London 
I often admired her exquisite rendering of her hus- 
band’s compositions. I only recollect Schumann as 
a young man sitting generally in a corner of the 
orchestra, and listening to one of his works being 
performed under Mendelssohn’s direction. I re- 
member his very large head, his drooping eyes ; 1 
hardly ever remember a smile on his face. And 
yet the man must have been satisfied, if not happy, 
who could write such music as his, who could write, 
“ Wohlauf noch getrunken den funklenden Wein ! ” 
and he lived to see his own creations admired more 
even than those of Mendelssohn. He lived to see 
his critics turned into admirers ; in fact he educated 
his public, and gained a place for that thoughtful, 
wistful, fairy-like music which is peculiarly his own. 

Many celebrated musicians stayed at Leipzig 
during Mendelssohn’s reign. I remember Moscheles, 
Thalberg, Sterndale Bennett, Clara Novello, young 
and fascinating, and many more. Another friend of 
Mendelssohn who stayed some time at Leipzig 
was Ferdinand Hiller. We heard several of his 
compositions, symphonies and all the rest, performed 
at the Gewandhaus Concerts under Mendelssohh’s 
direction. In his life there was, perhaps, too little 
of the dira necessitas that has given birth to so many 
of the masterpieces of genius. He might, no doubt. 
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have produced much more than he did ; but that he 
was striving to the very end of his life was proved 
to me by an interesting letter I received from him 
about a year before his death. His idea was to 
write a great oratorio, and he wanted me to supply 
him with a text. It was a colossal plan, and I con- 
fess it seemed to me beyond the power of any 
musician, nay, of any poet. It was to be a historical 
drama, representing first of all the great religions of 
the world, each by itself. We were to have the 
hymns of the Veda, the Githas of the Avesta, the 
Psalms of the Old Testament, the Sermons and 
Dialogues of Buddha, the trumpet calls of Mo- 
hammed, and, lastly, the Sermon on the Mount, all 
of them together forming one mighty symphony in 
which no theme was lost, yet all became in the end 
an accompaniment of one sweet song of love domi- 
nating the full chorus of the ancient religions of the 
world. It was a grand idea, but was it possible to 
realise it ? I was ready to help, but before a year 
was over I received the news of Hiller’s death, and 
who is the musician to take his place, always sup- 
posing that he could have achieved such a World 
Oratorio ? 

It was in the last year of his life that Mendelssohn 
paid his last visit to England to conduct his last 
oratorio, the “ Elijah”. It had to be performed at 
E'keter Hall, then the best place for sacred music. 
Most of the musicians, however, were not pro- 
fessionjils, and they had only bound themselves to 
attend a certain number of rehearsals. Excellent as 
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they were in such oratorios as the “ Messiah,” which 
they knew by heart, a new oratorio, such as the 
“ Elijah,” was too much for them ; and I well 
remember Mendelssohn, in the afternoon before 
the performance, declaring he would not conduct. 
“ Oh, these tailors and shoemakers,” he said, “ they 
cannot do it, and they will not practise ! I shall not 
^o.” However, a message arrived that the Queen 
and Prince Albert were to be present, so nothing 
remained but to go. I was present, the place was 
crowded. Mendelssohn conducted, and now and 
then made a face, but no one else detected what 
was wrong. It was a great success and a great 
triumph for Mendelssohn. If he could have heard 
it performed as it was performed at Exeter Hall in 
later years, when his tailors and shoemakers knew it 
by heart, he would not have made a face. 

It was at Bunsen’s hou.se, at a matinee miisicale, 
that I saw him last. He took the liveliest interest 
in my work, the edition of the Rig Veda, the Sacred 
Hymns of the Brahmans. A great friend of his, 
Friedrich Rosen, had begun the same work, but had 
died before the first volume was finished. He was 
a brother of the wife of Mendelssohn’s great friend, 
Klingemann, then Hanoverian Charg4 d’Affaires in 
London, a poet many of whose poems were set to 
music by Mendelssohn. So Mendelssohn knew all 
about the Sacred Hymns of the Brahmans, and 
talked very intelligently about the Veda. He was, 
however, subjected to a very severe trial of patience 
soon after. The room was crowded with what is 
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called the best society of London, and Mendelssohn 
being asked to play, never refused. He played 
several things, and at last Beethoven’s so-called 
“ Moonlight Sonata All was silence and delight ; 
no one moved, no one breathed aloud. Suddenly 
in the middle of the Adagio, a stately dowager 
sitting in the front row was so carried away by the 
rhythm, rather than by anything else, of Beethoven’s 
music, that she began to play with her fan. and ac- 
companied the music by letting it open and shut 
with each bar. Everybody stared at her, but it 
took time before she perceived her atrocity, and at 
last allowed her fan to collapse. Mendelssohn in 
the meantime kept perfectly quiet, and played on ; 
but, when he could stand it no longer, he simply 
repeated the last bar in arpeggios again and again, 
following the movements of her fan ; and when 
at last the fan stopped, he went on playing as if 
nothing had happened. I dare say that when the 
old dowager thanked him for the great, treat he had 
given her, he bowed without moving a muscle of his 
inspired face. How different from another player 
who, when disturbed by some noise in the audience, 
got up in a rage and declared that either she or the 
talker must leave the room. 

And yet I have no doubt the old lady enjoyed the 
music in her own way, for there are many ways of 
eftjoying music. I have known people who could 
not play a single instrument, who could not sing 
“ God .save the Queen ” to save their life, in eloquent 
raptures about Mendelssohn, nay, about Beethoven 
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and Bach. I believe they are perfectly honest in 
their admiration, though how it is done I cannot tell. 
I began by saying that people who have no music 
in them need not be traitors, and I alluded to my 
dear friend Stanley. He actually suffered from 
listening to music, and whenever he could, he walked 
out of the room where there was musit. He never 
disguised his weakness, he never professed any love 
or admiration for music, and yet Jenny Lind once 
told me he paid her the highest compliment she had 
ever received. Stanley was very fond of Jenny 
Lind, but when she stayed at his father’s palace at 
Norwich he always left the room when she sang. 
One evening Jenny Lind had been singing Handel’s 
“ I know that my Redeemer liveth ”. Stanley, as 
usual, had left the room, but he came back after the 
music was over, and went shyly up to Jenny Lind. 
“ You know,” he said, “ I dislike music ; I don’t 
know what people mean by admiring it. 1 am very 
stupid, tone-deaf, as others are colour-blind. But,” 
he said with some warmth, “ to-night, when from a 
distance I heard you singing that song, I had an 
inkling of what people mean by music. Something 
came over me which I had never felt before ; or, 
yes, I had felt it once before in my life.” Jenny 
Lind was all attention. “ Some years ago,” he con- 
tinued, “ I was at Vienna, and one evening there 
was a tattoo before the palace performed by four 
hundred drummers. I felt shaken, and to-night 
while listening to your singing, the same feeling 
came over me ; I felt deeply moved.” “ Deaf man,”^ 
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she added, “ I know he meant it, and a more honest 
compliment I never received in all my life.” 

However, unmusical as Stanley’s house was, 
Jenny Lind, or Mrs. Goldschmidt as she was then, 
often came to stay there. '' It is so nice,” she said ; 
“ no one talks music, there is not even a pianoforte 
in the house.” This did not last long however. 
A few days after she said to me : “ I hear you 
have a pianoforte in your rooms at All Souls’. 
Would you mind my practising a little?” And 
practise she did, and delightful it was. She even 
came to dine in College, and after dinner she said 
in the most charming way : “ Do you think your 
friends would like me to sing ? ” Of course, I 
could not have asked her to sing, but there was no 
necessity for asking my friends. In fact, not only 
my friends listened with delight to her singing, but 
the whole quadrangle of All Souls’ was black with 
uninvited listeners, and the applause after each song 
was immense, both inside and outside the walls of 
the College. 3&.914 

Stanley’s feeling about music reminds me of 
another music-hater at Oxford, the late Dr. Gaisford, 
the famous Dean of Christ Church. It was he who 
put my name on the books of “ The House,” a very 
great honour to an unknown German scholar on 
whom the University, at his suggestion, had just 
conferred the degree of M.A. What the Dean’s 
idea of music was may best be judged from his con- 
stantly appointing old scouts or servants who were 
too old to do their work any longer as bedmakers to 
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be singing men in the Cathedral choir. The Dean’s 
stall was under the organ, and one day in every 
month, when “The voice of Thy thunder was heard 
round about, and the lightnings shone upon the 
ground, and the earth was moved and shook 
withal,” a certain key in the organ made the seat 
on which the Dean sat vibrate under him. On that 
day, before he left the Cathedral, he invariably 
thanked the organist. Dr. Corfe, for the nice tune 
he had played. 

Music, in fact, was at a very low ebb at Oxford 
when I arrived there. The young men would have 
considered it almost iuyra dignitatem to play any 
instrument ; the utmost they would do was now 
and then to sing a song. Yet there was much love 
of music, and many of my young and old friends 
were delighted when I would play to them. There 
was only one other person at Oxford then who was 
a real musician and who played well, Professor 
Donkin, a great mathematician, and altogether a 
man sui generis. He was a great invalid ; in fact, 
he was dying all the years I knew him, and was 
fully aware of it. It seemed to be quite admissible, 
therefore, that he, being an invalid, and I, being a 
German, should “ make music ” at evening parties ; 
but to ask a head of a house or a professor, or even 
a senior tutor, to play would have been considered 
almost an insult. And yet I feel certain there i« 
more love, more honest enjoyment of music in 
England than anywhere else. 

And how has the musical tide risen at Oxford 
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since those days ! Some of the young men now 
come up to college as very good performers on the 
pianoforte and other instruments. I never know 
how they learn it, considering the superior claims 
which cricket, football, the river, nay, the classics 
and mathematics also have on their time at school. 
There are musical clubs now at Oxford where the 
very best classical music may be heard performed 
by undergraduates with the assistance of .some 
professional players from London. All this is due 
to the influence of Sir F. Ouseley, and still more 
of Sir John Stainer, both professors of Music at 
Oxford. They have made music not only respect- 
able, but really admired and loved among the 
undergraduates. Sir John Stainer has been inde- 
fatigable, and the lectures which he gives both on 
the science and history of music are crowded by 
young and old. They are real concerts, in which 
he is able to illustrate all he has to say with the 
help of a well-trained choir of Oxford amateurs. 
As to myself, I have long become a mere listener. 
One learns the lesson, whether one likes it or not, 
that there is a time for everything. Old fingers 
grow stiff and will no longer obey, and if one knows 
how a sonata of Beethoven ought to be played, it 
is most painful to play it badly. So at last I said : 
“Farewell!” The sun has set, though the clouds 
are roseate still with reflected rays. It may be that 
I have given too much time to music, but what 
would life have been without it ? I do not like to 
exaggerate, or say anything that is not quite true. 
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Musical ears grow sensitive to anything false, 
whether sharp or flat. But let us be quite honest, 
quite plain. Is there not in music, and in music 
alone of all the arts, something that is not en- 
tirely of this earth ? Harmony and rhythm may 
be under settled laws ; and in that sense mathe- 
maticians may be right when they call mathe- 
matics silent music. But whence comes melody 
Surely not from what we hear in the street, or 
in the woods, or on the sea shore, not from any- 
thing that we hear with our outward ears, and 
are able to imitate, to improve, or to .sublimise. 
Neither history nor evolution will help us to account 
for Schubert’s “Trockne Blumen ”. Here, if any- 
where, we see the golden stairs on which angels 
descend from heaven to earth, and whisper sweet 
sounds into the ears of those who have ears to 
hear. Words cannot be so inspired, for words, 
we know, are of the earth earthy. Melodies, 
however, are not of this earth, and the greatest of 
musical poets has truly said : — 

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard are sweeter. 
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I AM the son of a poet, and I have tried very hard 
all my life not to be a poet myself, if poet means a 
man who tries to make his thoughts dance grace- 
fully in the chains of metre and rhyme. In my 
own very prosaic work I have had to suffer all my 
life from suppressed poetry, as one suffers from 
suppressed gout. Poets will, no doubt, protest 
most emphatically against so low a view of their 
art. They assure us that they never feel their 
chains, and that they are perfectly free in giving 
expression to their thoughts in rhyme and metre. 
Some of the more honest among them have even 
gone so far as to confess that their best thoughts had 
often been suggested to them by the rhyme. Platen 
may be quite right when he says 

Was stets und aller Orten sich ewig jung erweist 
1st in gebundenen Worten ein ungebundener Geist. 

(What proves itself eternal in every place and time 
Is an unfettered spirit, free in the chains of rhyme.) 




True, very true. You may get that now and then, 
but in our modern languages it is but seldom that 
thought soars up quite free on the wings of rhyme. 
Many and many a thought sinks down because of the 
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weight of the rhyme, many and many a thought re- 
mains altogether unspoken because it will not sub- 
mit to the strait jacket of the rhyme ; many and 
many a poor thought is due entirely to an irrepres- 
sible rhyme ; and if some brilliant thoughts have 
really been suggested by the rhyme, would it not be 
better if they had been suggested by something else, 
whether you call it mind or soul ? The greatest 
masters of rhyme, such as Browning in English or 
Ruckert in German, and even H. Heine, often fall 
victims to their own mastery. They spoil their 
poems in order to show that they can find a rhyme 
for anything and everything, however grotesque the 
rhyme may be. I remember once being bold enough 
to ask Tennyson what was the use or excuse of 
rhyme. He was not offended, but was quite ready 
with his answer : “ Rhyme helps the memory,” he 
said — 'and that answer was as honest as it was true. 
But what is useful for one purpose, for the purpose 
of recollecting, may be anything but useful for other 
purposes, it may be even hurtful, and in our case it 
has certainly proved hurtful again and again to the 
natural flow and expression of thought and feeling. 

Nor should I venture to say a word against 
Platen's gebundene Worte. It was only the very 
necessity of finding a word to answer to time which 
led me to speak of chains of rhyme. Gebundene 
Worte are not necessarily rhymed words, they are" 
measured words, and these are no doubt quite 
natural and quite right for poetry. Metre is. mea- 
sure, and metrical utterance, in that sense, was not 



36 


AULD LANG SYNE. 


only more natural for the expression of the highest 
thoughts, but was probably everywhere more ancient 
also than prose. In every literature, as far as we 
know, poetry came first, prose second. Inspired 
utterance requires, nay produces, rhythmic move- 
ments not only of the voice (song and prosodia), 
but of the body also (dance). In Greek, chorus 
means dance, measured movement, and the Greek 
choruses were originally dances ; nay, it can be 
proved that these dancing movements formed really 
the first metres of true poetry. Hence, it was quite 
natural that David should have danced before the 
Lord with all his might. Language itself bears 
witness to the fact that the oldest metres were the 
steps and movements of dancers. As the old dances 
consisted of steps, the ancient metres consisted of 
feet. Even we ourselves still speak of feet, not 
because we understand what it means, but simply 
because the Greeks and Romans spoke of feet, and 
they said so because originally the feet really marked 
the metre. 

The ancient poets of the Veda also speak of feet, 
and they seem to have been quite aware why they 
spoke of metrical feet, for in the names of some of 
their metres we still find clear traces of the steps 
of the dances which accompanied their poems. 
Trishtubh, one of their ancient metres, meant three- 
step ; Anushtubh, the later Sloka, meant by-step * 
or Reigen. The last syllables or steps of each ■ line 
were .called the Vrittay or the turn, originally the 
*See M. M., “ Vedic Hymns,” S.B.E., vol. xxxii., p. 96. 
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turn of the dancers, who seem to have been allowed 
to move more freely till they came to the end of 
one movement. Then, before they turned, or while 
they turned, they marked the steps more sharply 
and audibly, either as iambic or as trochaic, and 
afterwards marched back again with greater free- 
dom. Hence in ancient Sanskrit the end or turn of 
each line was under stricter rules as to long and 
short steps, or long and short syllables, whereas 
greater freedom was allowed for the rest of a line. 
Thus Sanskrit Vritta, the turn, came to mean the 
metre of the whole line, just as in Latin we have 
the same word versus, literally the turn, then verse, 
and this turn became the name for verse, and re- 
mained so to the pre.sent day. There is no break 
in our history, and language is the chain that holds 
it together. A strophe also was originally a turning, 
to be followed by the antistrophe or the return, all 
ideas derived from dancing. The ancient Sanskrit 
name for metre and metrical or measured speed was 
^^andas. The verb khand would corre.spond 
phonetically to Latin scandere, in the sen.se of 
marching, as in a-scendere, to march upward, to 
mount, and de-scendere, to march downward, all 
expressing the same idea of measured movement, 
but not of rhyme or jingle. These movements were 
free and natural in the beginning ; they became 
artificial when they became traditional, and we find 
in such works as the Sanskrit V^z'tta-ratndkara, 
“ the treasury of verse,” every kind of monstrosity 
which was perpetrated by Hindu poets of the Re- 
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naissance period, and perpetrated, it must be con- 
fessed, with wonderful adroitness. 

But I must not tire my friends with these metrical 
mysteries. What I want them to know is that in 
the most ancient Aryan poetry which we possess 
there is no trace of rhyme, except here and there 
by accident, and that everywhere in the history of 
the poetry of the Aryas, rhyme, as essential to poetry, 
is a very late invention. It is the same in Semitic 
languages, though in Semitic as well as in Aryan 
speech, in fact, wherever grammatical fornis are 
expressed chiefly by means of terminations, rhyme 
even in prose is almost inevitable. And this 
was no doubt the origin of rhyme. In languages 
where terminations of declension and conjugation 
and most derivative suffixes have retained a full- 
bodied and sonorous form, it was difficult to avoid 
the jingle of rhyme. In Latin, which abounds in 
such constantly recurring endings as orum, arum, 
thus, amtis, atis, amini, tatem, tatibus, ini bus, etc., 
good prose writers had actually to be warned 
against allowing their sentences to rhyme, while 
poets found it very easy to add these ornamental 
tails to their measured lines. 

There can be little doubt that it was the rhymed 
Latin poetry, as used in the services of the Roman 
Catholic Church, which suggested to the German 
converts the idea of rhymed verses. The pagan 
poetry of the Teutonic races had no rhymes.. It 
was what is called alliterative. In the German 
dialects the accent remained mostly on the radical 
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syllable of words, and thus served to shorten the 
terminations. Hence we find fewer full-bodied 
terminations in Gothic than in Latin, while in later 
Teutonic dialects, in English as well as in German, 
these terminations dwindled away more and more. 
Thus, we say Dichter when the Romans would 
have dictator, Prediger for prcedicdtor, chancel 
for cancella. In order to bind their poetical lines 
together the German poets had recourse to initial 
letters, which had to be the same in certain places of 
each verse, and which, if pronounced with str.ong 
stre.ss or strain, left the impression of the words 
being knitted together and belonging together. 
Here is a specimen which will show that the rules 
of alliteration were very strictly observed by the 
old German poets, far more strictly than by their 
modern imitators. The old rule was that in a line 
of eight arses there should be two words in the first 
and one in the second half beginning with the same 
letter, consonant or vowel, and always in syllables 
that had the accent. Here is a line from the old 
“ Song of Hildebrand,” dating from the eighth cen- 
tury : — 

Hiltibraht job Hadhubrant Hiltibraht and Hadhubrant 

Untar harjum tuam, etc. Between hosts twain, etc. 

RUckert has imitated this alliterating poetry in his 
poem of “ Roland ” ; — 

, Roland der Ries 
Im Rathhaus zu Bremen 
Steht er im Standbild 
Standhaft und wacht. 
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Kingsley has attempted something like it in his 
“ Longbeard’s Saga,” but with much greater free- 
dom, not to say licence : — 

Scaring the wolf cub, 

Scaring the horn-owl, 

Shaking the snow-wreaths 
Down from the pine boughs. 

But to return to our modern poetry and to the 
poets whom I have known, and of whom I have 
something to tell, does it not show the power of 
tradition if we see them everywhere forcing their 
feet into the same small slippers of rhyme ? And 
who would deny that they have achieved, and still 
are achieving, wonderful feats ? — /ours de force, it is 
true, but so cleverly performed that one hardly sees 
a trace of the force employed. No doubt much is 
lost in this process of beating, and hammering, and 
welding words together (a poet is called a Reime- 
schmied, a .smith of rhymes, in German) ; much has 
to be thrown away because it will not rhyme at 
all (^silver has been very badly treated in English 
poetry, because it rhymes with nothing, at present 
not even with gold), but what remains is often very 
beautiful, and, as Tennyson said, it sticks to the 
memory. One wishes one could add that the diffi- 
culty of rhyme serves to reduce the number of 
unnecessary poets that spring up every year. But 
rhyme does not strangle these numerous children of 
the Mu'ses, and it is left to our ill-paid critics to per- 
form every day, or every week, this murder of the 
innocents. 
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It may not seem very filial for the son of a poet 
thus to blaspheme against poetry, or rather, against 
rhyme. Well, I can admire rhymed poetry, just as 
I can admire champagne, though if the wine is really 
good I think it is a pity to make it mousseux. 

H. Heine, who certainly was never at a loss for a 
rhyme, writes, at the end of one of his maddest 
poems, “Die Liebe”: “O Phoebus Apollo, if these 
verses are bad, I know thou wilt forgive me, for 
thou art an all-knowing god, and knowest quite well 
why for years I could not trouble myself any longer 
with measuring and rhyming words ! ” And he 
adds : “ I might, of course, have said all this very 
well in good prose”. He ought to know, but there 
will not be many of his admirers to agree with 
him.* 

I hardly remember having ever seen my father, 
and I came to know him chiefly through his poetry. 
He belonged to the post-Goethe period, though 
Goethe (died 1832) survived him. He was born in 
1794, and died in 1827, and yet in that short time 
he established a lasting reputation not only as a 
scholar, but as a most popular poet. His best 
known poems are the “ Griechenlieder,” the Greek 
songs which he wrote during the Greek war of in- 
dependence. Alas 1 in those days battles were won 
by bravery and the sword, now by discipline and 
repeating guns. These Greek songs, in which his 
love of the ancient Greeks is mingled with his admi- 
ration for heroes such as Kanaris, Mark Bqzzaris, 
• “Autobiographic,” p. 224. 
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and others who helped to shake off the Turkish yoke, 
produced a deep impression all over Germany, per- 
haps because they breathed the spirit of freedom and 
patriotism, which was then systematically repressed 
in Germany itself. The Greeks never forgot the 
services rendered by him in Germany, as by Lord 
Byron in England, in rousing a feeling of indigna- 
tion against the Turk, and as the marble for Lord 
Byron’s monument in London was sent by some 
Greek admirers of the great poet, the Greek 
Parliament voted a shipload of Pentelican marble 
for the national monument erected to my father 
in Dessau. 

My father’s lyrical poems also are well known all 
over Germany, particularly the cycles of the “Schone 
Miillerin ” and the “ Winterreise,” both so marvel- 
lously set to music by Schubert and others. He 
certainly had caught the true tone of the poetry of 
the German people, and many of his poems have 
become national property, being sung by thousands 
who do not even know whose poems they are sing- 
ing. As a specimen showing the highest point 
reached by his poetry, I like to quote his poem on 
“ Vineta,” the old town overwhelmed by the sea on 
the Baltic coast. The English translation was made 
for me by my old, now departed, friend, J. A. 
Froude : — 
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VINETA. 

1. I. 


Aus des Meeres tiefem, tiefem 
Grunde 

Klingen Abendglocken dumpf 
und matt, 

Uns zu geben wunderbare 
Kunde 

Von der schdnen alten Wun- 
derstadt. 

11 . 

In der Fluthen Schoss hinab- 
gesunken 

Blieben unten ihre Triimmer 
stehn, 

Ihre Zinnen lassen goldne 
Funken 

Wiederscheinend auf dem Spie- 
gel sehn. 

III. 

Und der Schiffer, der den Zau- 
berschimmer 

Einmal sah im hellen Abend- 
roth, 

Nach derselben Stelle schifft er 
immer, 

Ob auch rings umher die Klippe 
droht. 

IV. 

Aus des Herzens tiefem, tiefem 
Grunde 

Klingt es mir, wie Glocken, 
dumpf und matt : 

Ach ! sie geberi wunderbare 
Kunde 

Von der Liebe, diegeliebt es 
hat. 


From the sea's deep hollow 
faintly pealing, 

Far-off evening bells come sad 
and slow ; 

Faintly rise, the wondrous tale 
revealing 

Of the old enchanted town be- 
low. 

II. 

On the bosom of the flood re- 
clining 

Ruined arch and wall and 
broken spire, 

Down beneath the watery mir- 
ror shining 

Gleam and flash in flakes of 
golden fire. 

III. 

And the boatman who at twi- 
light hour 

Once that magic vision shall 
have seen. 

Heedless how the crags may 
round him lour. 

Evermore will haunt the 
charmed scene. 

IV. 

From the heart’s deep hollow 
faintly pealing, 

Far I hear them, bell-notes^sad 
and slow, 

Ah 1 a wild and wondrous tale 
revealing 

Of the drownM wrfeek of love 
below. 
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V. 


V. 


Eine schone Welt is da ver- 
sunken, 

Ihre Triimmer blieben unten 
stehn, 

Lassen sich als goldne Him- 
melsfunken 

Oft im Spiegel meiner Traume 
sehn 

VI. 

Und dann mocht* ich tauchen 
in die Tiefen, 

Mich versenken in den Wieder- 
schein, 

Und mir ist als ob mich Engel 
riefen 

In die alte Wunderstadt her- 
ein. 


There a world in loveliness de- 
caying, 

Lingers yet in beauty ere it 
die ; 

Phantom ‘ forms across my 
senses playing, 

Flash like golden fire-flakes 
from the sky. 

VI. 

Lights are gleaming, fairy bells 
are ringing, 

And I long to plunge and wan- 
der free 

Where I hear those angel- 
voices singing 

In those ancient towers below 
the sea. 


That the poet did not consider rhyme an essential 
element of poetry, he has shown in some of his 
assonantic poems, such as : — 

Alle Winde schlafen 
Auf dem Spiegel der Flut ; 

Kiihle Schatten des Abends 
Decken die Miiden zu. 


Luna hangt sich Schleier 
Ueber ihr Gesicht, 

Schwebt in dammernden Traumen 
Ueber die Wasser hin. 

Alles, alles stille 

Auf dem weiten Meer, — 

Nur mein Herz will nimmer 
Mit zur Ruhe gehn. 
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In der Liebe Fluten 
Treibt es her und bin. 

Wo die Stiimie nicht ruhen, 

Bis der Nachen sinkt. 

Though my father was a great admirer of Goethe, 
he seems to have incurred his displeasure and to 
have been brought into personal collision with the 
grand old poet. Goethe had translated some modern 
Greek songs ; it may be, as my father thought, 
without having fully mastered the difficulties of the 
spoken Greek language. My father published a 
complete translation of Fauriel’s collection of Greek 
popular poetry,* and Goethe did not like compari- 
sons between his work and that of anybody else, 
least of all of quite a young poet. “ Die schone 
Mullerin ” also may have seemed to Goethe an 
encroachment on a domain peculiarly his own. In 
fact, when my father, with my mother, went to 
Weimar to pay their respects to Goethe, his Excel- 
lency was somewhat stiff and cold. My mother, 
also, had evidently not been sufficiently careful 
and respectful. She was the granddaughter of 
the famous pedagogue Basedow, the reformer 
of national education all over Germany, who had 
been a friend of Goethe in his youth. Goethe 
speaks of him in his poem, “ Prophete rechts 
(Basedow), Prophete links (Lavater), das Welt- 
kind (Goethe) in der Mitten ”. And he also 
complains bitterly of Basedow in his “ Dichtung 
und Wahrheit,” as being never without a pipe in his 

* “ Neugriechische Volkslieder,” gesatnmelt von Ct Fauriel, 
iibersetzt von Wilhelm Muller, Leipzig, 1825. 
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mouth, and as lighting his pipe with most offensive 
tinder — Stinkschwamm, as Goethe calls it. My 
mother, when asked by Goethe, “Was fur eine 
geborene ” she was (What had been her maiden 
name ?), could not resist the temptation, and replied 
laughing : “Your Excellency ought to scent it; I 
am the granddaughter of Basedow Happily my 
mother was very beautiful, and was pardoned the 
liberty she had taken. Still, the relations between 
my father and Goethe always remained rather 
strained, and all that I find in his album is a me- 
dallion portrait of Goethe with the following lines, 
dated 7th November, 1825 : — 

Meinen feyerlich Bewegten 

Mache Dank und Freude kund ; 

Das Gefiihl das Sie erregten 

Scbliesst detn Dichter selbst den Mund. 

He was on much warmer terms with the poets of 
the Swabian school, Uhland, Schwab, Justinus Ker- 
ner, etc. In the year before his death, 1827, he 
spent some time with them in Wiirtemberg, and in 
many respects he may be reckoned as belonging to 
their school. The verses which Uhland wrote in 
my father’s album have often been quoted as a 
curious prophecy of his early death. It seems that 
some conversations which he had with the Seherin 
of^ Prevorst • when staying in Justinus Kerner’s 
house nqar Weinsberg, had filled him and his friends 
with misgivings. Uhland’s lines were : — 


* See J. Kerner, “ Die Seherin von Prevorst,” 1829. 
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Wohl bliihet jedem Jahre 
Sein Friihling, suss und licht, 

Auch jener grosse, klare — 

Getrost, er fehlt dir nicht ; 

Er ist dir noch beschieden 
Am Ziele deiner Bahn, 

Du ahnest ihn hienieden 
Und droben bricht er an. 

Zu freundlicher Erinnerung an. 

L. Uhland. 

Stuttgart, den 13 Sept., 1827. 

Justinus Kerner himself also wrote some lines in 
which he alludes to the apparition of spirits. His 
rooms, as my mother assured me, were always full 
of them, and they all seemed on the most familiar 
terms with the other inmates. 

Nicht wie Geister, nein ! wie Sterne 
Kamt ihr freundlich in der Nacht, 

Ja, so ernst und mild wie Sterne, 

Hat uns euer Bild gelacht. 

Oft wenn schweigt der Welt Getiimmel 
Wird^s so treten in den Himmel 
Den die Lieb uns angefacht. 

Justinus Kp:rner 
und seine Hausfrau, 
Friedericke. 

Weinsberg, 7, 15, *27. 
am Tage euerer nachtlichen 
Erscheinung. 

I once came myself in personal contact with Uh- 
land, the head of the Swabian school of poetry, when 
he was already an old man. He came to Leipzig 
when I was a student there, and stayed at the house 
of Professor Haupt, the famous Latin and German 
scholar. Uhland was a very shy and retiring; man, 
and had declined every kind of public reception. 
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However, the young students would not be gain- 
sayed, and after assembling in the afternoon to con- 
sider what should be done to show their respect to 
the German poet and the liberal German poli- 
tician, they marched off, some 600 or 800 of them, 
drew up in front of the house where they knew 
Uhland was staying, and sang some of Uhland’s 
songs. At last Uhland, a little, old, wrinkled man, 
appeared at the window, and expected evidently that 
some one should address him. But no arrange- 
ments had been made, and no one ventured to speak, 
fearing that at the same time two or three others 
might step forward to address the old poet. After 
waiting a considerable time, the position became 
so trying that I could bear it no longer ; I stepped 
forward, and in a few words told Uhland how he 
was loved by us as a poet, as a scholar, and as a 
fearless defender of the rights of the people, and how 
proud we were to have him amongst us. We then 
waited to hear him speak, but he could not over- 
come his shyness, and sent a message to ask some 
of us to come into his room to shake hands with 
him. Even then he could say but very little, but 
when he knew that I was the son of his old friend, 
Wilhelm Muller, he was pleased. To me it was like 
a vision of a bygone age when I looked the old poet 
in the eyes, and whenever I hear his song, “ Es 
zbgen drei Burschen wohl tiber den Rhein,” or when 
I read his beautiful ballads, I see the silent poet look- 
ing at ijie with his kind eyes, unable to use meaning- 
less words, but simply saying “ Thank you ”. 
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Another poet who was a friend and admirer of 
my father, and whom I saw likewise like a vision 
only passing before me, was Heinrich Heine. He 
was younger than my father (1799-1856), and evi- 
dently looked up to him as his master. “ I love no 
lyric poet,” he wrote, “ excepting Goethe, so much 
as Wilhelm Muller.” I found a letter of his which 
deserves to be preserved. Alas ! the whole of my 
father’s library and correspondence was destroyed 
by fire, and this letter escaped only because my 
mother, a great admirer of Heine’s poems, had 
preserved it among her own books. Here is the 
letter, or at least parts of it. The original was sent 
about the years 1841-43, when I was a student at 
Leipzig, to Brockhaus’ Blatter f ur Litterarische 
Unterhaltung, but the original was never returned 
to me. It has often been quoted in histories of 
German literature, and I give the extracts here 
from Gustav Karpeles’ “ Heinrich Heine’s Auto- 
biographie,” Berlin, 1888, pp. 149, 150: — 

Hamburg, 7th June, 1826. 

I am great enough to confess to you openly that my Small 
Intermezzo metre possesses not merely accidental similarity with 
your own accustomed metre, but probably owes its most secret 
rhythm to your songs — those dear Muller-songs which I came to 
know at the very time when I wrote the Intermezzo. At a very 

•The metre used in his volume of “ Tragddien nebst einem 
lyrischen Intermezzo,” Berlin, 1823. I possess a copy of it with 
Heine’s dedication : •“ Als ein Zeichen seiner Achtung uhd mit 
dem besonderen Wunsche, dass der Waldhornist das lyrische Inter- 
mezzo seiner Aufmerksamkeit wiirdige, tiberreicht dieses Buch der 
Verfasser 


4 
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early time I let German folk-song exercise its influence upon me. 
Later on, when I studied at Bonn, August Schlegel opened many 
metrical secrets to me ; but I believe it was in your songs that I 
found what I looked for — pure tone and true simplicity. How 
pure and clear your songs are, and they are all true folk- 
songs. In my poems, on the contrary, the form only is to a cer- 
tain extent popular, the thoughts belong to our conventional 
society. Yes, I am great enough to repeat it distinctly, and you 
will sooner or later find it proclaimed publicly, that through the 
study of your seventy-seven poems it became clear to me for the 
first time how from the forms of our old still existing folk-songs 
new forms may be deduced which are quite as popular, though 
one need not imitate the unevennesses and awkwardnesses of the 
old language. In the second volume of your poems the form seemed 
to me even purer and more transparently clear. But why say so 
much about the form ? What I yearn to tell you is that, with the 
exception of Goethe, there is no lyric poet whom I love as much 
as you. 

Another fragment of the same letter occurs on 
page 195 (951). Here Heine, referring to his 
North Sea poems, writes: — 

'Fhe “North Sea” belongs to my last poems, and you can see 
there what new keys I touch, and on what new lines I move along. 
Prose receives me in her wide arms, and in the next volume of my 
“ Reisebilder” you will find in prose much that is mad, bitter, 
offensive, angry, and very polemical. Times are really too bad 
(1826), and whoever has strength, freedom, and boldness has also 
the duty seriously to begin the ' fight against all that is bad and 
puffed up, against all that is mediocrey and yet spreads itself out 
so broad, so intolerably broad. I beg you, keep well disposed to- 
wards me, never doubt me, and let us grow old together in 
common striving. I am conceited enough to believe that when 
we are both gone my name will be named together with yours. 

' Let us therefore hold together in love in this life also. 

I never came to know Heine. I knew he was in 
Parii^ when I was there in 1 846, but he was already 
in such a state of physical collapse that a friend of 
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mine who knew him well, and saw him from time to 
time, advised me not to go and see him. However, 
one afternoon as I and my friend were sitting on the 
Boulevard, near the Rue Richelieu, sipping a cup of 
coffee, “ Look there,” he said, “ there comes Heine ! ” 

I jumped up to see, my friend stopped him, and told 
him who I was. It was a sad sight. He was bent 
down, and dragged himself slowly along, his spare 
greyish hair was hanging round his emaciated face, 
there was no light in his eyes. He lifted one of his 
paralysed eyelids with his hand and looked at' me. 
For a time, like the blue sky breaking from behind 
grey October clouds, there passed a friendly expres- 
sion across his face, as if he thought of days long 
gone by. Then he moved on, mumbling a line from 
Goethe, in a deep, broken, and yet clear voice, 
as if appealing for sympathy : — 

“ Das Maulthier sucht im Diistern seinen Weg”. 

Thus vanished Heine, the most brilliant, spark- 
ling, witty poet of Germany. 1 have seen him, that 
is all I can say, as Saul saw Samuel, and wished he 
had not seen him. However, we travel far to see 
the ruins of Pompeii arid Herculaneum, of Nineveh 
and Memphis, and the ruins of a mind such as 
Heine’s are certainly as sad and as grand as the 
crumbling pillars and ruined temples shrouded under 
the lava of Vesuvius. “Fine schone Welt ist da, 
versunken,” I said to myself, and I went home and 
read in Heine’s “ Buch der Lieder”. “ Du bist wie 
eine Blume,” “ Ich habe im Traum geweinet,” •“•Ein 
Tannenbaum steht einsam.” “Yes,” I said, “snow- 
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white lilies spring from muddy ponds, and small 
mushrooms are said to grow on fresh-fallen snow.” 

Few poets in Germany have been or are still so 
admired and loved as Heine, but few poets also 
have been so viciously maligned as Heine. Society, 
no doubt, had a right to frown on him, but against 
such calumnies as were heaped on him by envy, 
hatred, and malice, it is well to remember some of 
his last lines : — 

Hab’ eine Jungfrau nie verfiihret 
Mit Liebeswort, mit Schmeichelei, 

Ich hab’ auch nie ein Weib beriihret, 

Wusst’ ich, dass sie vermahlet sei. 

Wahrhaftig, wenn es anders ware, 

Mein Name, er verdiente nicht 
Zu strahlen in dem Buch der Ehre, 

Man durft’ mir spucken in’s Gesicht. 

That is strong language and evidently meant as 
an answer to his spies and enemies. But why will 
people always spy into the most uninteresting part 
of a poet’s life ? Why are they bent on knowing on 
what terms Dante stood to Beatrice, Petrarch to 
Laura, Goethe to Frau von Stein, Heine to George 
Sand. Volumes have been written on their intimate 
relations, and yet whom does it concern, and what 
can it teach us ? Let the dead bury their dead. 

Whilst *at Leipzig as a young student I still 
imagined myself a poet, and from time to time some 
of my poems appeared, to my great joy, in the local 
papers. I even belonged to a poetical society, and 
I remember at least two of us who in later times 
became very popular writers in Germany. One was 
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a Jew of the name of Wolfsohn, whose play, "Only 
a Soul,” giving the tragedy of a Russian peasant 
girl, proved a great success all over Germany, and 
is still acted from time to time. He died young. 
Another, Theodor Fontane, is alive, and one of the 
best known and best loved novel-writers of the day. 
He was a charming character, a man of great gifts, 
full of high spirits and inexhaustible good humour. 
He began life in a chemist’s shop, and had a very 
hard struggle in his youth, which may have pre- 
vented his growing to his full height and strength. 
He might have been another Heine, but the many 
years of hard work and hopeless drudgery kept him 
from soaring as high as his young wings would 
have carried him, I remember but little of his 
poetry now, there remains but the sense of pleasure 
which I derived from it at the time. Now and 
then, as it happens to all of us, a few long-forgotten 
lines rise to the surface. In a political poem of 
his, I remember a young Liberal being warned with 
the following words : — 

Sonst spatzierst du nach Siberien 
In die langen Winterferien, 

Die zugleich Hundstage sind ! 

And I have never forgotten the last lines of his 
beeiutiful poem, " Die schbne Rosamunde,” where 
he says of the King : — 

Ihn traf des Lebens grdsster Schmerz: 

Der Schmerz um dieses Leben ! 

All young poets in Germany were then liberal 
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and more than liberal, all dreamt and sang of a 
united Germany. But being thirty years ahead of 
Bismarck, they were unmercifully sent to prison, 
and often their whole career was ruined for life. 
Living much in that society, I too, a harmless boy 
of eighteen, was sent to prison as a person highly 
dangerous to the peace of Europe. The confine- 
ment in the academic career was not very severe, 
however, except in one respect. From time to time 
one was allowed to go out, provided one kept on 
good terms with the attendants. Jiut the serious 
thing was that as one became a popular character 
all one’s friends came to visit one, and they 
expected of course to be hospitably entertained. 
The consumption of beer and tobacco was consider- 
able, and so was the bill at the end of my political 
incarceration. More of that perhaps by-and-by. 
Nearly all the political poetry of that time, much as 
it then stirred the people, is now forgotten ; even 
the names of the poets are known to but few, 
though they have found their way into the various 
histories of German literature, I remember as one 
of the best, Herwegh, who came to Leipzig when 
I was a student, and who, of course, was feted by 
the Burschenschaft at a brilliant supper. Much 
beer was drunk, much tobacco was smoked, many 
speeches were made. The police were present, and 
the names of all who had taken part were entered 
in the Black Book, mine among the rest. Herwegh 
was a real poet, unfortunately he spent nearly all 
his poetical genius on political invective. How well 
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I remember his poem in which every verse ended 
with the words : — • 

Wir haben lang genug geliebt, 

Wir wollen endlich hassen ! 

But there were some poems of his which well 
deserved a longer life. One began with the words : 
“ Ich mochte hingehen wie das Abendroth Very 

beautiful, but my memory does not serve me further, 
and my copy of his poems has vanished from my 
library like many other volumes which I lent to my 
friends.* 

* As many of my unknown friends have come to my assistance 
and sent me Herwegh’s poem I feel bound to give it here in its 
entirety : — 

STROPHEN AUS DER FREMDE. 

Ich mochte hingeh’n wie das Abendroth, 

Und wie der Tag mit seinen letzten Gluthen — 

O ! leichter, sanfter ungefUhlter Tod ! — 

Mich in den Schoosz des Ewigen verbluten. 

Ich mochte hingehen wie der heitre Stern, 

In vollstem Glanz in ungeschwachtem Blinken ; 

So stille und so schmerzlos mochte gern 
Ich in des Himmels blaue Tiefen sinken. 

Ich mochte hingeh’n wie der Blume Duft, 

Der freudig sich dem schdnen Kelch entringet 

Und auf dem Fittig bliithenschwangrer Luft 

Als Weichrauch auf des Herrn Altar sich schwinget. 

Ich mochte hingeh'n wie der Thau im Thai, 

Wenn durstig ihm des Morgens Feuer winken ; 

O wollte Gott, wie ihn der Sonnenstrahl, 

Auch meine lebensmude Seele trinken ! 
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I well remember the pleasure which Herwegh’s 
poems gave me, but the words themselves are gone. 
It is the same with so many of our recollections. I 
can still feel the intense delight, the hushed rever- 
ence with which I looked the first time at Raphael’s 
Madonna di San Sisto, and looked at it again and 
again whenever I passed through Dresden. But 
whether the colour of the Virgin’s dress is red or 
blue I cannot tell. I dare say it is all there, in the 
treasure-house of my memory. Nay, sometimes it 
suddenly appears, only never when 1 call for it. 
What is forgotten, however, does not seem to be 
entirely forfeited ; it can be gotten again, and it 
probably forms, though unknown, the fertile soil 
for new harvests : that which thou sowest is not 
quickened except it die. 

Another famous political poet whose acquaintance 
I made when he was an old man was Moritz Arndt. 
His poetry was not very great, but the effect which 
he produced by his “Was ist des Deutschen Vater- 

Ich mochte hingeh’n wie der bange Ton, 

Der aus den Saiten einer Harfe dringet ; 

Und, kaum dem irdischen Metall entfloh’n, 

Ein Wohllaut, in des Schbpfers Brust verklinget. 

Du wirst nicht hingeh’n wie das Abendroth, 

Du wirst nicht stille, wie der Stern, versinken, 

Du stirbst nicht einer Blume leichten Tod, 

^ Kein Morgenstrahl wird deine Seele trinken. 

Wohl wirst du hingeh’n, hingeh’n ohne Spur, 

Doch wird das Elend deine kraft erst schwachen, 

Sanft stirbt es einzig sich in der Natur, 

Das amie Menschenherz muss stiickweis brechen. 
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land ” has been, and is still, perfectly marvellous. If 
Bismarck finished the unity of Germany, Arndt laid 
the foundation of it, and in the grateful memory of 
the people his song will probably be remembered 
long after Bismarck’s diplomatic triumphs have 
been forgotten. 1 shall never forget old Arndt, for, 
old as he was, he gave me such a grip of the hand 
that I thought the blood would squirt from my 
nails. 

Lesser poets and writers whom I knew at that 
time, while I was a student at Leipzig, were Karl 
Beck, of Hungarian extraction, Robert HXum {fusill^ 
at Vienna by Windischgratz, 9th November, 1848), 
Herlossohn, Kuhne, Laube, and several more whose 
names I could find in Histories of German Litera- 
ture, or the Conversations- Lexicon, but no longer 
in the camera obscura of my memory. And yet 
some of their poems were really beautiful, full of 
high thoughts and deep feeling. But the world 
does not recognise a poet of one poem, or even of 
ten or twenty. In order to be a poet a man must 
produce hundreds of poems, volume after volume, 
good, bad, and indifferent. Nor is there here any- 
thing like the survival of the fittest. Although ever 
so many of Schiller’s or Goethe’s poems have become 
old and antiquated — few will deny this — yet no one 
is satisfied with a selection of the best, few peoplq 
would ever agree as to which are the best. We 
must take them all or none. In that respect the 
ancient poets are certainly much better off. ‘ .What 
is left of Tyrtaeos or Sappho, or of Horace and 



58 


AULD LANG SYNE. 


Catullu^, can be carried in our waistcoat pocket, 
nay, in the folds of our brains ; and though even 
here sifting might increase enjoyment, yet we can 
take in whatever there is without sinking under the 
burden. But who can remember Goethe or Words- 
worth or Victor Hugo, aye, who has time even to 
read all their verses, so as to mark, learn, and in- 
wardly digest them ? 

In towns like Paris and London, if a poet once 
succeeds in attracting attention, and gathering some 
male and female admirers around him, the very 
atmosphere which he breathes, the wide survey of 
humanity which he commands, strengthen and in- 
spire him. No one becomes an Alpine climber 
who has no Alps to climb, and many a poetical soul 
languishes and withers if confined within the walls 
of a small provincial town. I have known very 
ordinary mortals who when they came to write for a 
great and influential new.spaper became inspired like 
the prophetess on the Delphic tripod, and wrote well, 
while their ordinary writings remain feeble. 1 have 
known poets in small provincial towns who became 
changed after they had changed their provincial publip 
for the public of a large capital. I remember a dear 
cousin of mine at Dessau, Adolf von Basedow, who 
was my playfellow when we were children, and 
remained my true friend all through life. He had a 
quite exceptional gift for occasional poetry, and later 
in life he wrote many things without ever being able 
to fiixl a proper publisher. Some of his plays were 
acted and proved successful on neighbouring stages, 
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but he never received that response which inspires 
and nerves a poet for higher efforts. He was very 
modest, nay, almost shy, and in these days humility, 
however charming in the man, is not likely to open 
the road to success. Now that he is gone, there are 
all his poetical productions laid aside and soon to 
be forgotten, while some of the poetry we are asked 
to admire in these days is far inferior to those fallen 
leaves. He was an officer and went through the 
whole of the Franco-German war, having, like so 
many others, to leave his wife and children at home. 
He returned home safe, but his health had suffered, 
and he never was himself again. I have seldom 
known a more high-minded and truly chivalrous 
character, content with the small surroundings in 
which he had to move, but never making the 
smallest concession to expediency or meanness. He 
was proud of his name, and whatever we may think 
of the small nobility in Germany, their manly pride 
keeps up a standard of honour without which the 
country would not be what it is. We may laugh at 
their courts of honour and their duels, arising often 
from very trifling causes, but in our age of self- 
seeking and pushing we want some true knights as 
the salt of the earth. 

While I was at the University at Leipzig I well 
remember meeting Robert Blum in literary circle^ 
He certainly was not a poet, but when required he 
could speak very powerfully and wield his pen with 
great effect. Never shall I forget the horror I felt 
when I heard of his At Vienna. No doubt 
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there was danger when the mob broke into the 
Kaiserburg, shouting and yelling, and when Prince 
Metternich said to the Emperor, who had asked him 
what this hideous noise could mean, “ Sire, c’est que 
Messieurs les d^mocrates appellent la voix de Dieu 
But for all that, to shoot a member of the German 
Parliament then sitting at Frankfurt was an outrage 
for which Austria has had to pay dearly. Still more 
cruel was the execution at the same time of a little 
helpless Jew, Jellineck, whom I had known as 
belonging to a small class reading Arabic with 
Professor Fleischer at Leipzig. Robert Blum may 
have been a dangerous man in the then state of 
German political excitement, but Jellineck was 
nothing but a perfectly harmless scholar, and if he 
was found guilty by a court-martial, it could only 
have been because he could never express himself 
intelligibly. If he had been killed in the streets of 
Vienna like many others, all one could have said 
would have been, “ Qu’allait-il faire dans cette 
galere ? ” but to shoot a harmless student after a 
short court-martial was no better than lynching. 
There has been a Nemesis for all that, as Austria 
knows too well, and what would the world be without 
that invisible Nemesis ? 

With every year my own work became more and 
piore prosaic, and yet more and more absorbing. 
Neither at Berlin nor afterwards at Paris, had I 
time or inclination to make new friends or cultivate 
literary society. Berlin never was rich in poets or 
poetry ; Paris al.so, when I was there in 1 844, and 
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again in 1847 and 1848, had no names to attract me. 
Lamartine had some fascination for me, and I man- 
aged to see him and hear much about him from a 
common friend, Baron von Eckstein. This German 
Baron was a well-known character in Paris between 
1840 and 1850, a German settled there for many 
years, a Roman Catholic, much mixed up, I believe, 
in small political transactions, and a constant con- 
tributor to the Augsburger Zeitung, at that time the 
Times of Germany. He was a man of wide interests, 
a student of Sanskrit, chiefly attracted by the mystic 
philosophy of the Upanishads and the Ved^lnta. 
When he heard of my having come to Paris to attend 
Burnoufs lectures and to prepare the first edition of 
the “ Rig-veda,” he toiled up to my rooms, though 
they were au cinquieme and he was an old man and 
a martyr to gout. He was full of enthusiasm, and 
full of kindness for a poor student. I was very poor 
then ; I hardly know now how I managed to keep 
myself afloat, yet I never borrowed and never owed 
a penny to anybody. I disliked giving lessons, but 
I worked like a horse for others, copying and col- 
lating manuscripts at the Bibliotheque Royale. I 
lived like a Hindu Sannyisin, but, as Heine said, 

Und ich hab’ es doch ertragen — 

Aber fragt inich nur nicht wie. 

Baron Eckstein’s eyes were too weak to allow 
him to copy and collate Sanskrit manuscripts, and I 
gladly did it for him. I recollect copying for him, 
among other texts, the whole of the Aitareya 
Br&hma«a in Latin letters.. I still possess a copy of 
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it. He paid me liberally, and he often invited me to 
lunch with him at his cafd, which Was welcome to a 
young man of good appetite, who had to be satis- 
fied with wretched dinners at the . Palais Royal, but 
not at V^four’s or the Trois Frerfes Proven^aux. 
Being the Paris correspondent of" the leading 
German paper, the Baron was on friendly terms 
with many of th^ -political and literary celebrities of 
the time. I believe he was in receipt of a literary 
pension from the French Government, but 1 do not 
know it for certain. ' He offered to introduce me to 
George Sand, to Lamennais, to the'Comtesse d’Agout 
(Daniel Stern), to Lamartine, Victor Hugo, and 
others. But I shut my eyds and shook my head ; 1 
had no time then for anything but the Veda, and 
getting ready for the great battle of life that was 
before me. L am sorry for it now, but, without 
self-denial, ,tye can never do anything. 

When the February revolution came, Baron 
d’Eckstein was very active. • His friend Lamartine 
was then in the ascendant, and through him he 
knew all that was going on. No revolution, I be-i 
lieve, was, ever made' with so little preparation. 
There wa^ no conspiracy of any kind. A night or 
two before the contemplated banquet to Ledru 
Rollin, Lamartine was asked by his friends, Eck- 
stein being present, whether he would accept office 
under the Duchesse .d'Girl^ans, provided she was 
proclaimed Regent in the Chamber. He laughed 
as if it. were art idle dream, outside the sphere of 
practical politics, as we now say, but he' accepted. 
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The Duchesse and her friends counted on him, and 
his prestige at that time was so great that he might 
have carried anything. But no one knows his own 
prestige, and when the moment came, when the 
Duchesse d’Orl^a,hs was present in the Chamber 
and Lamartine, was expected to speak, there was 
confusion and fright ; some shots had been fired in 
the Assembly, the name of the Republic had been 
shouted, the Deputies broke up, and the Duchesse 
had to fly. Never was kingdom lost with so little 
excuse. I saw the whole so-called revolution from 
my windows at the corner of the Rue Royale and 
the Boulevard de la Madeleine. I may have to 
describe what I saw at some other time. At 
present I am thinking of the poet-statesman only, 
of Lamartine and his brilliant speech from the 
balcony of the H6tel de Ville. 

Whatever Lamartine was,- . a poet, a- dreamer, an 
aristocrat, he had the .spirit of noblesse in him, and 
that spirit prevailed at the time.. It wa$ due to 
him, I Relieve, that capital punishment was then 
a.bolished once for all for political offences. Sinister 
elements came to the surface, but they had soon to hide 
again. 1 remember another speaker at the H6tel 
de Ville, speaking after L^imartine'in support of the : 
abolition of every kind of title and privilege, and,- 
before all, for the abolition of the nobility. f|e was^ 
eloquent, he w^s furious, pjnd ^fter he had' summed 
up all the crinies committed by the French’ nobility 
and laughed at those who had grown rich and 
powerful by the misdeeds of their noble ancestors, 
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he finished up in a loud voice, “ Soyons ancetres 
nous-memes,” a sentiment loudly applauded by the 
unwashed multitudes who aspired to take the place 
of the ancetres whom they had just heard exe- 
crated from the balcony of their terrible Hotel 
de Ville. 

All the walls in the streets where I lived were then 
chalked with the mysterious words, Libert^, Egalite, 
Fraternity. Not far from my house there was a 
tobacconist’s shop, called Aiix trots blagties, with 
three tobacco pouches painted over the window. 
My friend, the tobacconist, was an aristo, so he 
left the trots blagues and simply wrote underneath. 
Liberty, Egalit^, Fraternity. 

But I must not forget another poet, the greatest 
German poet 1 have ever known, and of whom I 
saw a great deal at Berlin before I migrated to 
Paris, I mean Riickert. It is strange how little his 
poems are known in England and France. He has 
never had an apostle, nor would a mere herald do 
him much service. He was a poet .somewhat like 
Wordsworth, who must be laid siege to, not till he 
surrenders, but till we surrender to him. If he is 
known at all in England, it is through his lyric 
poems, which have been set to music, as they de- 
served to be, by Schumann. Who has not heard 
“ Du, meine Seele, du, mein Herz,” one of the 
grandest songs of our age ? But, alas ! either the 
words are murdered in a translation which would 
break the heart both of the poet and the composer, 
or the German words are often pronounced so badly 



LITERARY RECOLLECTIONS. 65 

that no one can tell whether they are English or 
German or Sanskrit. Riickert was one of the richest 
poets. There is hardly a branch of poetry which he 
has not cultivated. I say cultivated on purpose, for 
his poetry was always a work of art, sometimes almost 
of artifice. He was not equally successful in all his 
poetical compositions : particularly towards the end 
of his life he disappointed many of his admirers by 
his dramatic attempts. He is like Wordsworth in 
this respect also, that one cannot enjoy all he 
writes, yet in the end one comes to enjoy n^uch 
that has been put aside at first, because it comes 
from him. 

I may be prejudiced, yet a poet whose verses 
Goethe repeated on his deathbed is not likely to be 
overrated by me. These are the verses which, we 
are told, Goethe murmured before he exclaimed, 
“ More light, more light ! and passed away : — 

UM MITTERNACHT. 

Um Mitternacht 
Hab’ ich gewacht 
Und aufgeblickt zum Himmel, 

Kein Stern am Sterngewimmel 
Hat mir gelacht 
Um Mitternacht. 

Um Mitternacht 
Hab' ich gedacht 
'Hinaus in dunkle Schranken ; 

Es hat kein Lichtgedanken 
Mir Trost gebracht 
Um Mitternacht. 

5 
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Um Mitternacht 
Nahm ich in Acht 
Die Schlage meines Herzens ; 

Ein einz'ger Puls des Schmerzens 
War angefacht 
Um Mitternacht. 

Um Mitternacht 
Kampft’ ich die Schlacht 
O Menschheit, deiner Leiden ; 

Nicht konnt’ ich sie entscheiden 
Mit meiner Macht 
Um Mitternacht. 

Um Mitternacht 
Hab’ ich die Macht 
In deine Hand gegeben : 

Herr Uber Tod und Leben, 

Du haltst die Wacht 
Um Mitternacht. 

If I had a strong personal liking for Riickert it 
might be excused. He was really an Eastern poet, 
rich in colour, but equally rich in thought. 

The first poems of his I knew in my youth were 
his “ Oestliche Rosen My father reviewed them 
Vermischte Sc hr if ten, vol. v., p. 290). He declared 
he might have judged them by one letter, the letter 
K, which in Roman times meant condemnation, but 
which in Riickert’s case would give to his “ Oest- 
liche Rosen ” their right title of “ K-ostliche Rosen 
One of Riickert s greatest works, a real treasury of 
meditative thought and mature wisdom, was his 

Weisheit des Brahmanen,’’ and this also appealed, 
no dgubt, strongly to my own personal tastes. His 
translations of Oriental poetry, Sanskrit, Persian, 
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Arabic, are perfect masterpieces. They often take 
away one’s breath by the extraordinary faithfulness 
and marvellous reproduction in German of plays on 
words and j,ingle of rhymes that seemed to be pos- 
sible once, and once only, whether in Persian, 
Arabic, or Sanskrit. I may have been influenced 
by all this, and still more by my personal regard for 
the poet, but for all that I should strongly advise 
all who care for poetry, and for German poetry, to 
judge for themselves, and not to be disheartened if 
they do not strike gold on the first pages they open. 

I'o know Ruckert personally was a treat. I had 
heard much about him before I made his acquaint- 
ance, when I was a student at Berlin. The Duchess 
of Anhalt-Dessau, my own peculiar duchess, had 
in her youth been much admired by the Crown 
Prince of Prussia, afterwards Frederick William IV- 
She was herself a Prussian princess, a daughter of 
Prince Frederick Ludwig Karl of Prussia, who died 
1796, and of a Princess of Mecklenburg-Strelitz, 
who after the death of her husband married the 
Duke of Cumberland, and became Queen of 
Hanover. This princess, a lady of great natural 
gifts, highly cultivated and well read, was personally 
acquainted with some of the most distinguished men 
in Germany. Even in the narrow sphere in which 
she had learnt to move and act in Dessau, she did 
much good in trying to discover young men of 
talent, and assisting them in their studies. She 
had always been very gracious to me, and even as 
a boy I was often invited to play with her a quatre 
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mains at the Castle. I saw her for the last time 
after 1 had begun my Oriental studies at Leipzig, 
and before I went to Berlin. She told me then that 
she herself had known a little Sanskrit, that she 
and the young Crown Prince of Prussia had learnt 
the Sanskrit alphabet, and had . corresponded in it, 
to the great annoyance of people who opened or 
read all letters that were not meant for them. 

“ When you go to Berlin,” she said, “ you must see 
Riickert, but do not be frightened. 1 was myself 
most anxious to see him. The King invited him 
to dinner, together with a number of his illustrious 
mdnagerie. I asked the King where Riickert was 
sitting, the poet of ‘ Frauenliebe’ and ‘ Liebesfruh- 
ling ’. ‘ Look there,’ the King said. ‘ That broad- 

shouldered boor with his elbows on the table, eating 
a hunk of bread, that is your poet ! ’ And a d^sil- 
lusionnement it was,” she said. “ Still, I was proud 
to have seen him and to have talked to him.” So 
1 was prepared. 

Frederick William IV. had tried hard to attract 
a number of the most eminent men in Germany to 
Berlin. Berlin by itself is not attractive, and it 
seemed as if the men who were then best known 
in Germany had chosen the South, rather than the 
North, for their residence. The Brothers Grimm, 
Schelling, Cornelius and many more were tempted 
to Berlin by large salaries, and among them was. 
Riickert also, not so much the Oriental scholar as the 
poet.. He went to Berlin, after long hesitation and 
misgivings, and announced lectures on Arabic,. 
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Persian, and other Oriental languages. But he 
could not brook the restraints of official life. He 
had a little Landgut, Neusess, near Coburg, and 
thither he felt so strongly drawn during the summer 
that he .soon appealed to the Minister of Public 
Instruction for leave of absence during each sum- 
mer. This was most graciously granted by the 
King, but soon after followed a petition for leave 
of absence during a particularly severe winter. 
This too was granted, though the Minister ventured 
to say : “ But, my dear Profes.sor, if you are always 
absent during the summer semester, and now ask 
for leave of absence during the winter semester 
also, when do you mean to lecture ? ” Nor was 
this all. When I called on the Profe.ssor to enter 
my name for his lectures on the “ Gulistan,” a 
Persian poem, he received me very coldly. He 
was indeed the broad-shouldered giant whom the 
Duchess had de.scribed to me. He wore a long 
dressing-gown, and his hair, parted in the middle, 
was hanging wildly about his temples. 

“Why do you want to learn Persian ? ” he said. 
I humbly explained my reason. “ It is no use your 
learning Persian,” he continued, “ if you do not know 
Arabic.” To this I was able to reply that I had 
studied Arabic for a year under Professor P'leischer 
at Leipzig. However, the Professor was not to be 
foiled. He wanted to get away to Neusess, but at 
the same time to be able to satisfy the Minister that 
he had done his duty in offering to lecture. ‘‘You 
know,” he said, '' tres faciunt collegium. I cannot 
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lecture for one.” This was unanswerable, according 
to German academical etiquette. So I bowed, and 
went into the highways and hedges to secure the 
help of two commilitones. Accompanied by them, 1 
invaded the Professor once more in his den. All 
three of us told him that we were most anxious to 
learn Persian. 

One of them actually did wish to learn Persian, 
and became afterwards a very distinguished scholar. 
He was then called Paul Botticher, but he is best 
known by his later name, Paul de Lagarde, a man 
of extraordinary power of work and an enormous 
accumulation of knowledge. When Riickert saw 
there was no escape, he yielded, at first not with a 
very good grace ; but he soon became most delightful. 
We were really working together, and when he found 
out that I was the son of his old friend Wilhelm 
Muller, nothing could exceed his kindness to me. 
At first he often confessed to his pupils that he had 
forgotten his Persian, but with every week it seemed 
to come back to him. Nothing more was said about 
Neusess, and the fields and meadows and woods 
that he had to desert for our .sakes. Whatever 
may have been said about Riickert as a professor, 
he was more useful in his informal teaching than 
many learned professors who year after year read 
their lectures to large admiring audiences. 

“ I- cannot teach you Persian,” he used to say, “ I 
can only tell you and show you how to learn it. I 
learnt everything I know by myself, and so can you. 
We will work together, but that is all I can do.” It 
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was astounding to see how this giant had worked, all 
by himself. No one at that time thought, for in- 
stance, of studying Tamil. He showed me a copy 
of a complete Tamil, or was it Telugu, dictionary in 
folio, which he had copied and largely added to. 
He had studied Chinese too. He was far advanced 
in Sanskrit and Zend, and in Arabic and Persian he 
had probably read more, though in his own way, than 
many a learned professor. Such an honest student 
as RUckert was could do more good to his pupils in 
one hour than others by a whole semester ofTectur- 
ing. And thi.s is the secret of the success of German 
professors. They take their pupils into their work- 
shops, they do not keep them standing and gaping 
at the show window. Thus the immense advantage 
which finglish universities enjoy in being able to 
combine professorial with tutorial teaching, is made 
up for to a certain extent by the devotion of the; 
German professors, who give up their time in their 
.seminaries and so-called societies for the benefit of 
students who want to learn how to work, and do 
not wish to be simply crammed for examinations. 
They make friends of their pupils, their pupils are 
proud to do much of the drudgery work for them, 
while they remain for life their grateful pupils and 
afterwards their loyal colleagues. After term was 
over, there was, of course, no holding RUckert in 
Berlin, but he invited me to see him at Neusess, 
which a few years afterwards I did. 

There I found the old man working in his. farm- 
yard like a real peasant, pitchforking manure into 
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his cart, and carting it off to the fields. He was 
delighted to see me, and when he had washed his 
hands he came into his study to shake hands, and to 
talk about the work on which I was then engaged. 
Riickert was a scholar with whom one could discuss 
any question quite freely. Even if one had to differ 
from him, he was never offended by contradiction. 
When we could not agree he used to say : “ We will 
leave this for the present, and discuss it another 
time”. He told me, among other things, how my 
father had saved his life. 

The two young men were trav'elling together on 
foot in Italy. Italy was at that time, in the begin- 
ning of the century, the cynosure of every German 
student, and of every German poet. Goethe had 
described it, and they all wanted to follow in Goethe’s 
footsteps, arid pass their “ Wanderjahre ” in the 
“ Land wo die Citronen bliihn ! ” How they did it 
with a few thalers in their pockets we can hardly 
understand, but it was done. 

Riickert and my father were travelling on foot, 
and they had often to sleep in the poorest osterias. 
In these wretched hovels they got more than they 
had bargained for, and one fine morning, after 
getting out int9,,;tbe fresh air., they saw a lake, and 
my father j,qrnped’‘ln to .haye a^bath-., Riickert could 
not resisg. arid-' followed. But -He’ cbuld not swim, 
the lake ’^as deeper than he had thought, and he 
was on the point of drowning when my father 
swam towards him and rescued him. “ I wrote my 
first epic poem then, in the style of Camoens,” 
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said Ruckert, with a loud chuckle, “ and I called it 
the ‘ Lousiade,’ but it has never been published.” 
After this visit I lost sight of Ruckert, as of many 
of my German friends. But I still possess the 
manuscript of a metrical and rhymed version of the 
Sanskrit poem the “ Meghadftta, the Cloud Mes- 
senger,” which I made and afterwards published (in 
1847), and which contains a number of corrections 
and suggestions made by Ruckert in pencil. “ I 
translated it myself,” he said to me, “ but I shall not 
publish my translation now.” 

During my stay in Paris, as I remarked, there 
was no time for poets or poetry. I had to sit up 
night after night to copy and collate Sanskrit MSS., 
and I shall never forget how often I screwed clown 
my green-shaded lamp in the morning and saw the 
sun slowly rising over the Boulevard, and lighting 
up the arch of the Porte St. Martin. I lived au 
cinquieme in a corner house of the Boulevard de la 
Madeleine, in a house which exists no longer, or at 
all events has been very much changed, so that on 
my last visit I could not find my windows again. 
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Whf:n I had settled in England in 1847, my 
literary acquaintances began afresh. I have had the 
good fortune of being on more or less intimate terms 
with such poets as Kingsley, Clough, Matthew 
Arnold, Tennyson, Browning, and with poets in 
pro.se such as Froude, Ruskin, Carlyle, and I may 
add, in spite of the Atlantic, Emerson, Lowell, and 
Oliver Wendell Holmes. I knew other writers 
such as Macaulay, Arthur Helps, Arthur Stanley, 
Frederick Maurice, Dr. Martineau ; 1 may add even 
the names of Faraday, Lyall, Sedgwick, Thirl wall, 
Grote, Whewell, Richard Owen, Darwin, Huxley, 
among my personal acquaintances or friends. 

Kingsley was married to one of my wife’s aunts. 
She was one of six most remarkable sisters, all 
married except the eldest and, I believe, the most 
gifted, who had devoted her life to the education 
of her younger sisters. Besides Charles Kingsley, 
the husbands of the other sisters were Froude, the 
historian ; Lord Wolverton, of high standing in the 
hnariicial world as the head of the house of Glyn, 
and the valued adviser of Mr. Gladstone in his 
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earlier financial reforms ; R. Mertyns Bird, an il- 
lustrious name in the history of India as the organiser 
of the North-Western Provinces ; and “ S. G. O.”. 

How soon popularity vanishes ! There was a 
time when everybody knew and spoke of “ S. G. O.”. 
He was Lord Sidney Godolphin Osborne, an 
influential writer on political and social subjects, 
a frequent contributor to The Times during the 
Crimean War, a man of great force and independ- 
ence of character. He was a giant in stature, and 
extremely attractive by his varied knowledge in 
different branches of physical science. He was a 
well-known microscopist, and when it was wanted, a 
doctor, a nurse, a surgeon, a dentist. However, he 
was not a poet, like his two brothers-in-law. He 
was iin active clergyman, a sanitary reformer, a ready 
helper wherever poor people were ready to be helped. 
These five men, the husbands of five remarkable 
sisters — of whom one, Mrs. Bird, is still living at 
the age of ninety-six (she died this year), and not 
only living, but alive to all that is interesting in the 
world, and full of good works — represented a power 
in England. “ S. G. O.” moved in a sphere of his 
own, and seldom came to Oxford. But Kingsley 
and Froude soon became my intimate friends. 

If I call Froude a poet it is because, as I explained 
before, I do not consider rhyme as essential to 
poetry. But for really poetical power, for power of 
description, of making the facts of history alive, of 
laying bare the deepest thoughts of men Tvnd the 
most mysterious feelings of women, there was no 
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poet or historian of our age who came near him. I 
knew him through all his phases. I knew him first 
when he was still a fellow of Exeter College. I was 
at that time often with him in his rooms in High 
Street, opposite to St. Mary’s Church, when he was 
busy writing novels, and I well remember passing 
an evening with him and trying to find the right 
name for a novel which afterwards appeared under 
the title of “ Nemesis of Faith ”. 1 saw him almost 

daily while his persecution at Oxford was going on, 
gaining strength every day. He had to give up his 
fellowship, on which he chiefly depended. I will not 
repeat the old story that his novel was publicly burnt 
in the quadrangle of Fixeter College. The story is 
interesting as showing how quickly a myth can 
spring up even in our ow'ii life-time, if only there is 
some likelihood in it, and something that pleases the 
popular taste. What really happened was, as I was 
informed at the time by Froude himself, no more 
than that one of the tutors (Dr. Sewell) spoke about 
the book at the end of one of his College Lectures. 
He warned the young men against the book, and 
asked whether anybody had read it. One of the 
undergraduates produced a copy which belonged to 
him. Dr. Sewell continued his sernionette, and 
warming with his subject, he finished by throwing 
the book, which did not belong to him, into the fire, 
at the same time stirring the coals to make them 
burn. Of what followed there are two versions. 
Dr. SeWell, when he had finished, asked his class, 
“ Now, what have I done?” “You have burned 
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my copy,” the owner of the book said in a sad voice, 

“ and I shall have to buy a new one.” The other 

version of the reply was, “You have stirred the fire, 

• )? 

sir . 

And so it was. A book which at present would 
call forth no remark, no controversy, was discussed 
in all the newspapers, and raised a storm all over 
England. Bishops shook their heads, nay even 
their fists, at the young heretic, and even those 
among his contemporaries at Oxford who ought to 
have sympathised with him, and were in fact quite 
as unorthodox as he was, did not dare to stand up 
for him or lend him a helping hand. Stanley alone 
never said an unkind word of him. The worst was 
that Froude not only lost his fellowship, but when 
he had accepted the Headmastership of a college 
far away in Tasmania, his antagonists did not rest 
till his appointment had been cancelled, hroude 
unfortunately was poor, and his father, a venerable 
and well-to-do Archdeacon, was so displeased with 
his son that he stopped the allowance which he had 
formerly made him. It seems almost as if the 
poverty of a victim gave increased zest and enjoy- 
ment to his pursuers. Froude had to sell his books 
one by one, and was trying hard to support himself 
by his pen. This was then not so easy a matter as 
it is now. At that very time, however, I received^ 
a cheque for ;^200 from an unknown hand, with a 
request that I would hand it to Froude to show him 
that he had friends and sympathisers who wQuld not 
forsake him. It was not till many years later that 
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I discovered the donor, and Froude was then able 
to return him the money which at the time had saved 
him from drowning. I should like to mention the 
name, but that kind friend in need is no longer 
among the living, and I have a feeling that even 
now he would wish his name to remain unknown. 
This is by no means the only instance of true English 
generosity which I have witnessed. But at the time I 
confess that I was surprised, for I did not yet know 
how much of secret goodness, how much of secret 
strength there is in England, how much of that real 
public spirit, of that chivalrous readiness to do good 
and to resist evil without lifting the vizor. P'roude 
had a hard .struggle before him, and, being a very 
.sensitive man, he suffered very keenly. Several 
times I remember when I was walking with him 
and friends or acquaintances of his were passing 
by without noticing him, he turned to me and said : 
“ That was another cut ”. I hardly understood then 
what he meant, but I felt that he meant not only 
that he had been dropped by his friends, but that 
he felt cut to the quick. Persecution, however, did 
not dishearten him ; on the contrary, it called forth 
his energies, and the numerous essays from his pen, 
now collected under the title “ Short Studies on 
Great Subjects,” show how he worked, how he 
^thought, how he followed the course that seemed 
right to him without looking either right or left. 
Bunsen, who was at the time the Prussian Minister 
in London, and had heard from me about Froude, 
took a deep interest in him, and after consulting 
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with Archdeacon Hare and Frederick Maurice, 
suggested that he should spend a few years at a 
German university. I was asked to bring my young 
friend to Carlton Terrace, where Bunsen received 
him with the truest kindness. What he tried, to 
impress on him was that the questions which dis- 
turbed him required first of all a historical treatment, 
and that before we attempt to solve difficulties we 
should always try to learn how they arose. Froude 
was on the point of going to Germany with the 
assistance of some of Bunsen’s friends when other 
prospects opened to him in England. But frequently 
in later life he referred to his interview with Bunsen 
and said, “ I never knew before what it meant that 
a man could drive out devils ”. 

I confess I was somewhat surprised when Froude 
suddenly told me of his plan of writing a History of 
England, beginning with Henry VIII. My idea 
of a historian was that of a professor who had read 
and amassed materials during half his life, and at 
the end produced a ponderous book, half text, half 
notes. But, hazardous as the idea of writing a 
History of England seemed to me for so young a 
man, I soon perceived that Froude had an object in 
writing, and he certainly set to work with wonderful 
perseverance. Few of his critics havegiven himcredit 
for what he did at Simancas and at the Record Office 
in London. I have seen him at work, morning and 
evening, among piles of notes and extracts. I know 
how the pages which are such pleasant light reading 
were written again and again till he was satisfied. 
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Often I had to confess to him that I never copied 
what I had once written, and he was outspoken 
enough to tell me, “ But you ought ; and you will 
never write good English if you don’t He learnt 
Spanish, French, and German, so as to be able to 
read new and old books in these languages. He 
always kept up his classical reading, and translated, 
as far as I remember, several Greek texts from 
beginning to end. To these he afterwards referred, 
and quoted from them, without always, as he ought, 
going back again to the original (ireek. 

It is not for me to say that he did not make 
mistakes, and that he was not weak in some branches 
of historical knowledge. I cannot deny that in his 
translations also there are mistakes, arising from 
haste rather than from ignorance. But who has 
ever examined any translation from any language, 
without finding signs of what seems carelessness or 
ignorance? Four eyes see more than two. We 
have translations of Plato and Aristotle in Latin 
and in almost every language of Europe. The text 
has been critically examined for hundreds of years, 
and every difficult pas.sage has been explained again 
and again. But is there any one translation which 
could be called immaculate? Was not even the 
last translation of Plato which is so deservedly 
popular, characterised by the late Rector of Lincoln, 
in the well-known words of a French writer, as ^res- 
belle, mais peu fidble ? Now, while the true scholar, 
when examining a new translation, rejoices over 
every new happy rendering, the ill-natured critic. 
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particularly if he wants to display his own superior 
knowledge, can easily pick out a number of passages 
where a mistake has been made, or where he thinks 
that a mistake has been made, and then proceed to 
show that the very best Greek scholar of the day 
does not know “ what every schoolboy oqght to 
know,” etc. There are many passages in Greek 
and other authors that admit of more than one trans- 
lation. If the translator adopts one and rejects 
another, the game of the critic is easy enough : he 
has only to adopt the rejected rendering, and his 
triumph is secured. If that is so in Greek, how 
much more is it the case in translating passages 
from faded documents written in antiquated Spanish, 
nay, even letters of Erasmus written in his peculiar 
Latin, or statutes in Norman- French. 

Translation is a difficult art, and scholars, particu- 
larly those who know the language from which, or 
the language into which, they translate as well as 
their own, consider a good translation almost im- 
possible. I have had some experience in translat- 
ing, and I know something of the treatment which 
translators may expect from conceited critics. The 
Sacred Books of the East, translated by myself and 
a number of friends, the best scholars I could find, 
have not escaped that kind of pedantic criticism. 
Impartial and hpnest critics have recognised the 
difficulties under which scholars labour in translating, 
often for the first time, ancient texts, whether Greek 
or Sanskrit. It is easy enough to translate a t^xt, 

after it has once been translated ; it is easy even to 

6 
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improve in a few places on the translations of the 
first pioneCTS. But to translate for the first time an 
ancient text, badly edited or not yet edited at all, 
is a totally different thing, and those who undertake 
it have a right not only to the indulgence, but to the 
gratitude of all who come after them. No one in 
our sphere of studies w'ould call himself a scholar who 
has not edited a text never edited before, or at least 
translated a text that never was translated before. 
There are some critics who think they have done! 
their duty if they can discover a few flaws in a 
translation, though they cannot even appreciate 
the labours and the brilliant though silent dis- 
coveries of a first translator. The work that has 
to be done by a first translator of an ancient text 
is often the work of a real decipherer. He has 
to grope his way through Egyptian darkness like 
the first interpreter of an Egyptian or Babylonian 
inscription. He cannot help making mistakes. But 
though we know now how often even a Champollion 
(died 1832) was mistaken, do we not feel ashamed if 
we read what another most eminent Egyptologist 
and Coptic scholar, Amadeo Peyron (died 1870), 
the head of the Egyptian Museum at Turin, said of 
Champollion ? “ I have known Champollion,” he said, 
“ the so-called decipherer of hieroglyphics, very well, 
from his first visits to our Museum. I took him for 
an ordinary swindler, and his publications have after- 
wards confirmed me in my views. His philological 
laboars have remained to me unsolved riddles.” * 
*See Brtigsch, "Mein Leben,” p. 104. 
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I have lately had another experience. I had to 
revise my translation of Kant’s “Critique of Pure 
Reason,” and I was surprised to see how many 
passages there were which I had to alter, not 
because I did not know either German or 
Pmglish but because in many places a translation 
can only be approximately faithful ; and it is only 
a happy thought that enables us now and then 
to approach nearer to the German original, though 
in that case often at the expense of the English 
idiom. 

In the case of Froude, we must remember that, 
whatever he wrote, he had to meet not a single 
critic only, but a whole army. As far as one could 
see, a kind of association had been formed for the 
suppression of his “ History”. Those who were be- 
hind the scenes, know how certain of his rivals and 
enemies actually banded themselves together, as if 
against a common enemy. Now, I remember seeing 
in Fraser's Magazine, then edited by P'roude, a 
review of Green’s “ History of the English People,” 
with pages and pages of mistakes in names, in dates, 
in facts. Yet, the same writers who delighted in 
picking holes in Froude’s “ History” from week to 
week, from month to month, from year to year, 
kept up a constant chorus of applause for Green’s 
“ History of the English People ”-^no doubt rightly 
so ; but why hot mete the same measure to others 
also ^ One of his reviewers openly confessed that 
if he took the trouble of reading a book carefully, 
he could not afford to review it in one paper only, 
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he had to write at least five or six articles to make 
it pay. This ^povSo<f>opCa, as it was called, went on 
year after year, but, strange to say, Froude’s work 
was not killed by it ; on the contrary, it became more 
and more popular. In fact, together with his other 
works, it enabled him to live independently and 
even comfortably by his pen. Things have come 
to such a pass jthat, if we may trust the experience 
of publishers, nothing sells so well as a well-abused 
book, while laudatory notices seem to produce little or 
no effect. The public, it seems, has grown too wise. 
Even such powerful adjectives as epoch-making 
i^Epoche-machend), monumental and pyramidal, 
fall flat. Epoche-machend has too often been found 
out to mean no more than Poche-machend {Poche in 
German rneans claque), and monumental has once 
or twice proved a misprint for momental or momen- 
tary. Few scholars would agree with M. Le Bon 
that “ works of history must be considered as works 
of pure imagination, as fanciful accounts of ill- 
observed facts”. This is a French exaggeration. 
But neither are books of history meant to be mere 
chronicles. History is surely meant to teach not 
only facts, but lessons also ; and, though historians 
may say that facts ought to speak for themselves, 
they will not speak without a vales sacer. I am the 
last man to stand up for an unscholarlike treatment 
of history, or of anything else. But as I do not call a 
man a scholar who simply copies and collates MSS., 
makjes indices or collects errata, I doubt whether 
mere Quellenstudium will make a historian. Quellen- 
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studium is a sine qu6, non, but it is not everything ; 
and whereas the number of those who can ransack 
archives and libraries is large, the world has not 
been rich in real historians whom it is a delight to 
listen to, such as Herodotus, Thucydides, Livy and 
Tacitus, Montesquieu, Gibbon, and, may we not add, 
Macaulay and Froude? None of these historians, 
not even Gibbon, has escaped criticism, but how 
poor should we be without them ! 

Sir Walter Raleigh, when he was writing his 
“ History of the World” in the Tower of London, 
overheard two boys quarrelling over the facts of an 
incident that had happened the day before ; and he 
said to himself ; “ If these two boys cannot agree on 
an event which occurred almost before their own 
eyes, how can aay one be profited by the narration 
which I am writing, of events which occurred in 
ages long past?” The answer which the critical 
historian w'ould give to Raleigh would probably be : 
“ Go and examine the two boys ; find out their 
home, their relations, their circumstances, particu- 
larly the opportunities they had of seeing what they 
profess to have seen ; and try to discover whether 
there was any bias in their minds that could have 
made them incline towards one side rather than 
the other. Give all that evidence, and then you are 
a real historian,” But is that true, and were any 
of the great historians satisfied with that ? Wqs not 
their heart in their work, and is the heart ever 
far from what we call bias ? Did not Herodotus, 
in describing the conflict between Greece and Asia, 
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clearly espouse the cause of Greece ? I know he 
has been called the father of lies rather than of 
history ; but he has survived for all that. Did not 
Thucydides throughout his history write as the loyal 
son of Athens ? Was Tacitus very anxious to find 
out all that could be said in favour of Tiberius ? 
Was even Gibbon, in his “ Decline and Fall of the 
Roman Empire,” quite impartial ? Ranke’s “ H istory 
of the Popes ” may be very accurate, but for- thou- 
sands who read Macaulay and Froude is there one 
who reads Ranke, except the historian by profession ? 
History is not written for historians only. Mac- 
aulay wrote the history of the English Restoration 
as a partisan, and P'roude made no secret on which 
side he would have fought, if he had lived through 
the storms of the English Reformation. If Mac- 
aulay had been one of the two boys of Sir Walter 
Raleigh, he would probably not have di.scovered 
some of the dark shadows on the face of William 
III. which struck the other boy ; while some critics 
might possibly say of Froude that in drawing the 
picture of Henry VI 1 1, he may have followed now 
and then the example of Nelson in the u.se of his 
telescope. Still, in describing such recent periods 
as the reign of Henry VI 1 1., historians cannot, at 
all events, go very far wrong in dates or names. 
Froude may have been wrong in embracing the 
cause of Henry VI 1 1, and accepting all the excu.ses 
or explanations which could be given for his violent 
acts% ’ But Froude is, at all events, honest, in so 
far that no one can fail to see where his sympathies 
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lie, SO that he really leaves us free to decide what 
side we ourselves should take. 

When the historian has to analyse prominent 
characters, and bring them again full of life on the 
stage of history, is it not the artist, nay the poet, 
who has to do the chief work, and not the mere 
chronicler ? In Froude’s case the difficulty was very 
great. The contemporary estimates of Henry’s 
character were most conflicting, and without taking 
a line of his own, without claiming in fact the same 
privilege which Henry’s contemporaries claimed, 
whether friends or foes, it would have been im- 
possible for him to create a character that should be 
consistent and intelligible. There was nothing too 
fiendish to be told of the English king by the 
Papal party, and yet we cannot help asking how 
such a caitiff, as he is represented to have been by 
Roman Catholic agents, could have retained the 
love of the luiglish people and secured the services 
of some of the best among the noblemen and gentle- 
men of his time? If we take upon ourselves to 
reject all reports of Royal Commissioners in Henry’s 
reign as corrupt and mendacious, would it be worth 
while to write any history of the English people at 
all ? It is, no doubt, an ungrateful task to white- 
wash a historical character that has been besmirched 
for years by a resolute party. Yet it has to be 
done from time to time, from a sense of justice, and 
not from a mere spirit of opposition. Carlyle’s 
heroes were nearly all the best-abused men in 
Christendoan . P^rederick the Great, Cromwell, and 
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Goethe. Every one of the.se characters was lying, 
as Carlyle said himself, under infinite dung ; yet 
every one of them is now admired by thousands, 
because they trust in Carlyle. It was the .same 
Carlyle who encouraged Froude in his work of 
rehabilitating Bluff King Hal, and we ought, at all 
events, to be grateful to him for having enabled us 
to know all that can be .said by the king’s advocates. 
If broude wrote as a partisan, he wrote, at the .same 
time, as a patriot, and if a patriot sees but one side 
of the truth, some one else will see the other. 

Can we Imagine any history of our own times 
written from the pole star, and not from amid the 
turmoil of contending parties ? Would ;i history of 
the reign of Queen Victoria, written by Gladstone, 
be very like a history written by Disraeli ? How- 
ever, these .squabbles of reviewers about the histories 
of Macaulay and Froude are now almost entirely 
forgotten, while the historical dramas which Macaulay 
and Froude have left us, remain, and Englishmen 
are proud of possessing two such splendid monu- 
ments of the most important periods of their history. 
Macaulay’s account of William HI. remained un- 
finished, and it is characteristic of P'roude that, if I 
understood him rightly, he gave up the Idea of 
finishing the reign of Queen Elizabeth, because, as 
an Englishman, he was disappointed in her character 
towards the end of her reign. 

I saw much of P'roude again during the last years 
of his fife, when he returned to Oxford as Regius 
Professor of History, having been appointed by 
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Lord wSalisbury. “ It is the first public recognition 
I have received,” he used to say. He rejoiced in 
it, and he certainly did credit to Lord Salisbury’s 
courageous choice. His lectures were brilliant, and 
the room was crowded to the end. His private 
lectures also were largely attended, and he was on 
the most friendly and intimate terms with some of 
his pupils. 

There is no place so trying for a professor as 
Oxford. Fronde's immediate predecessors, Goldwin 
Smith, Stubbs, and Freeman, were some of thc! l^est 
men that Oxford has [iroduced. Their lectures 
were excellent in (^very respect. Yet every one of 
them had to com[)lain of the miserable scantiness 
of their audiences at Oxford. The present Bishop 
of Oxford, Dr. Stubbs, in his “ Seventeen Lectures 
on the Study of Mediawal and Modern History” 
(1886), states what may sound almost incredilile, 
that he had sometimes to deliver his lectures “to 
two or three listless men The same may be 
said of some of the best lectures delivered in the 
University. The young men are encouraged in 
each college to attend the lectures delivered by 
the tutors, and are given to understand that profes- 
sorial lectures ‘‘do not pay” in the examinations. 
These examinations aiat chiefly in the hands of 
college tutors. Professor Stubbs was not given to 
complain about anything that might seem to concern 
himself, yet he confesses that “ sometimes he felt 
hurt that in the combined lecture list he foubcl the 
junior assistant tutor advertising a course on the 



90 


AULD LANG SVNE. 


same subject, or at the same hours, as his own 
Nay, he goes so far in his modest} as to say : “ It 
may be better that there should be a dozen or fifteen 
college lecturers working away with large classes, 
when 1 have only a few stray men, ” but the real 
friends of the University would hardly think so. 
As things are at present, it has been said, and, I 
believe, truly said, that nearly all professorial lec- 
tures might be abolished, and the studies of the 
undergraduates would go on just the same. Oxford 
suffers in this respect from a real embai'ras dc richesse. 
The University is rich enough, though by no means 
so rich as it was formerly, to keep up a double staff 
of teachers, professorial and tutorial. It supports 
sixty-five professors, readeis, and lecturers, and 
jirobably lour or five times as many tutors. Many 
of the tutors are quite equal to the professors, 
nay, it may be, even superior to them, but the 
most popular tutor, whose lectures, when in 
college, were crowded, has to be satisfied with 
two or three listless men as soon as he has been 
rai.sed to the professoriate. hroude’s lectures 
formed an exception, but even this was tjuoted 
against him. 

Froude was not only the most fascinating lecturer, 
but the most charming contpanion and friend. His 
conver-sation was like his writings. It never tired 
one, it never made one feel his superiority. His 
store of anecdotes was inexhaustible, and though in 
his old age they were sometimes repeated, they 
were always pleasant to listen to. He enjoyed them 
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SO thoroughly himself, he chuckled over them, he 
covered his eyes as if half ashamed of telling them. 
They are all gone now, and a pity it is, for most of 
them referred to what he had actually seen, not 
only to what he had heard, and he had seen and 
heard a good deal, both in Church and State. He 
knew the little failings of great men, he knew even 
the peccadillos of saints, better than anybody. He 
was never ill-natured in his judgments, he knew the 
world too well for that, and it is well, perhaps, that 
many things which he knew should be forgotten. 
He himself insisted on all letters being destroyed 
that had been addressed to him, and from a high 
sense of duty, left orders that his own letters, ad- 
dressed to his friends, should not be divulged after 
his death. Though he left an unfinished autobi- 
ography, extremely interesting to the few friends 
who were allowed to read it, those who decided that 
it should not be published have acted, no doubt, 
wisely and entirely in his spirit. 

My friend Charles Kingsley was a very different 
man. He was a strong man. while Froude had 
some feminine weakne.sses, but akso some of the 
best feminine excellencie.s. His life and his char- 
acter are well known from that excellent biography 
published by his gifted widow, not much more than 
a year after his death. This Life of hers really gave* 
a new life to him, and secured a new popularity and 
influence to his writings. In him, too, what I ad- 
mired besides his delightful character was his poetical 
power, his brilliant yet minute and accurate de- 
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scriptions of nature, and the characters he created 
in his novels. With all the biographies that are 
now published, how little do people know after all 
of the man they are asked to love or hate ! In order 
to judge of a man, we ought to know in what quarry 
the marble of which he was made was carved, what 
sunshine there was to call forth the first germs of 
his mind, nay, even whether he was rich or poor, 
whether he had what we rightly call an inde- 
pendence, and whether from his youth he was and 
felt himself a free man. There is something in the 
character of a man like .Stanley, for instance, which 
we have no right to expect in a man who had to 
struggle in life like King.sley. d'he struggle for life 
may bring out many fine qualities, but it cannot 
but leave traces of the struggle, a certain amount of 
self-assertion, a love of warfare, and a more or less 
pronounced satisfaction at having carried the day 
against all rivals and opponents. These are the 
temptations of a poor man which do not exist for a 
man of independent means. It is no use shutting 
our eyes to this. Every fight entails blows, and 
wounds, and scars, and some of them remain for 
life. Kingsley seems to have had no anxieties as 
a young man at school or at the University, but 
when he had left the University and become a 
‘curate, and, more particularly, when he had married 
on his small curacy and there were children, his 
struggles began in good earnest. He had often to 
write against time ; he had to get up subject after 
subject in order to be able to write an article, simply 
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that he might be able to satisfy the most trouble- 
some tradesmen. He always wrote at very high 
pressure ; fortunately his physical frame was of iron, 
and his determination like that of a runaway horse. 
People may say that he had the usual income of a 
country clergyman, but why will they forget that a 
man in King.sley’s position had not only to give his 
children an expensive education, but had to keep 
open house for his numerous friends and admirers ? 
There was no display in his quiet rectory at Evers- 
ley, but even the simplest hospitality entails more 
expense than a small living can bear, and his friends 
and visitors ranged from the lowest to the highest — 
from poor workmen to English and foreign royalties. 
As long as he could wield his pen he could procure 
the nficessary supplies, but it had to be done with 
a very great strain on the brain. “It must be done, 
and it shall be done,” he said ; yes, but though most 
of his work was done, and we;ll done, it was like the 
work of an athlete who breaks down at the end of 
the day when his victory is won. People did not 
see it and did not know it, for he never would yield, 
and never would show signs of yielding. When, 
towards the end of his life, a canonry was offered 
him, first at Chester, then at Westminster, he felt 
truly grateful. “ After all,” he said to me, “ these 
stalls are good for old horses.” His professorship , 
at Cambridge was really too much for hint. He 
was not prepared for it. Personally he did much 
good among the young men, and was certainly, most 
popular. At Cambridge as a professor he did his 
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best, but he had hardly calculated Quid valeant 
hmneri, quid ferre recusetit. Anyhow, the work soon 
became too much even for his iron constitution, 
and he was glad to be relieved. The fact is thiit 
Kingsley was all his life, in everything he thought 
and in everything he did, a poet, a man of high 
ideals, and likewise of unswerving honesty. No 
one knew Kingsley, such as he really was, who had 
not seen him at Eversley, and among his poor 
people. He visited every cottage, he knew every 
old man and old woman, and was perfectly at home 
among them. His “ V'^illage Sermons ” gave them 
just the food they wanted, though it was curious 
to see every Sunday a large sprinkling of young- 
officers from .Sandhurst and Aldershot sitting (juietly 
among the smock-frocked congregation, and an.xious 
to have some serious conversation with the preacher 
afterwards. Kingsley was a great martyr to stammer- 
ing, it often was torture to him in a lively conversa- 
tion to keep us all waiting till his thoughts could 
break through again. In church, however, whether 
he was reading or speaking extempore, there was 
no sign of stammering ; apparently there was no 
effort to overcome it. But when we walked home 
from church he would say : “ Oh, let me stammer 
now, you won’t mind it ”. 

He was not a learned theologian, his one idea 
of Christianity was practical Christianity, honesty, 
purity, love. He was always most courteous, most 
willing, to bow before higher authority or greater 
learning ; but when he thought there was anything 
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wrong, or mean, or cowardly, anything with which 
he, as an honest man, could not agree, he was as 
firm as a rock. 

His favourite pursuits lay in natural science. He 
knew every flower, every bird, every fish, and every 
insect in his neighbourhood, and he had imbibed a 
belief in the laws of nature, which represented to him 
indirectly the thoughts of God. When, therefore, 
after a long continuance of drought, the bishop of 
his diocc!se (ordered him to have a special prayer for 
rain, he respectfully and firmly declined. He' would 
pray for the good gifts of heaven, ofTer thanks to 
Cjod for all that He was pleased to send in His 
wisdom, but he would not enter into particulars 
with Him, he would not put his own small human 
wisdom against the Divine wisdom ; he would not 
[)reach on what he thought was good for us, for (jod 
knew best. He had no difficulty in persuading his 
farmers and laliourers that if they had any trust in 
(lod, and any reverence for the Divine wisdom that 
rules the world, they would place all their troubles 
and cares before Him in prayer, but they would not 
beg for anything which, in His wisdom, He with- 
held from them. Thy will be done,” that was 
his prayer for rain. There was great commotion 
in ecclesiastical dove-cotes, most of all in episcopal 
palaces. All sorts of punishments were threatened, 
but Kingsley remained throughout perfectly quiet, 
yet most determined. He would not degrade his 
sacred office to that of a rain-maker or me<^icine- 
man, and he carried his point. “ In America we 
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manage these things better ! ” said an American 
friend of Kingsley. “ A clergyman in a village on 
the frontier between two of our States prayed for 
rain. The rain came, and it soaked the ground to 
such an extent that the young lambs in the neigh- 
bouring State caught cold and died. An action was 
brought against the clergyman for the mischief he 
had done, and he and his parishioners were con- 
demned to pay damages to the sheep farmers. Fhey. 
never prayed for rain again after that.” 

Kingsley incurred great displeasure by the sup- 
port he gave to what was called Christian Socialism. 
His novel, “ Alton Locke,” contained some very 
outspoken sentiments as to the terrible sufferings 
of the poor and the duties of the rich. Kingsley, 
Frederick Maurice, and their friends, did not only 
plead, but they acted ; they formed societies to assist 
poor tailors, and for a time the clothes they wore 
showed but too clearly that they had been cut in 
Whitechapel, not in Regent Street. Poor Kingsley 
suffered not only in his wardrobe, but in his purse 
also, owing to his having been too sanguine in his 
support of tailoring by co-operation. 

However, his books, both in prose and poetry, 
became more and more popular, and this meant that 
his income became larger and larger. 

Publishers say that novels and sermons have the 
largest market in England and the colonies, and 
Kingsley provided both. All went on well : even 
his being stt)pped once in the middle of a sermon by 
a clergyman who had invited him to preach in his 
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church in London, but did not approve of his sermon, 
did not hurt him. He had many influential friends ; 
both the Queen and the Prince of Wales had shown 
by special marks of favour how much they appreci- 
ated him, and he had a right to look forward to 
ecclesiastical preferment and to a greater amount of 
leisure and freedom. One unexpected cloud, how- 
ever, came to darken his bright and happy life. 
Some people will say that he brought it upon him- 
self, but there are certain clouds which no honest 
man can help bringing upon himself. He, no doubt, 
began the painful controversy with Newman. Having 
seen how much misery had been caused among 
some of his own dearest friends by the Romanising 
teaching under the auspices of Newman and Pusey, 
he made the mistake of fastening the charge of 
dishonesty, half-heartedness, and untruthfulness on 
Newman personally, instead of on the whole Roman 
Catholic propaganda in F2ngland from the time of 
Henry VI IP’s apostasy from the Roman Church to 
that of Newman’s apostasy from the Church of 
England. I shall not enter into this controversy 
again. I have done so once, and have been well 
punished for having ventured to declare my honest 
conviction that throughout this painful duel Kingsley 
was in the right. But Kingsley was clumsy and 
Newman most skilful. Besides, Newman was evi- 
dently a man of many friends, and of many able 
friends who knew how to wield their pens in many 
a newspaper. 

In spite of having taken a most unpopular step 
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in leaving the national Church, Newman always 
retained the popularity which he had so well 
earned as a member of that church. I have 
myself been one of his true admirers, partly from 
having known many of his Intimate friends at 
Oxford, partly from having studied his earlier works 
when 1 first came to England. 1 read them more 
for their style than for their contents. If Newman 
had left behind him no more than his exquisite 
University sermons and his sweet hymns he would 
always have stood high among the glories of Eng- 
land. But Kingsley also was loved by the people 
and surrounded by numerous and powerful friends. 
It must be due to my ignorance of the national 
character, but I have certainly never been able to 
explain why public sympathy went so entirely with 
Newman and against Kingsley ; why Kingsley was 
supposed to have acted unchivalrously and Newman 
was looked upon as a martyr to his convictions, and 
as the victim of an illiberal and narrow-minded An- 
glican clique. Certain it is that in the opinion of 
the majority Kingsley had failed, and failed igno- 
miniously, while Newman’s popularity revived and 
became greater than ever. 

Kingsley felt his defeat most deeply ; he was 
like a man that stammered, and could not utter at 
the right time the right word that was in his mind. 
What is still more surprising was the sudden collapse 
of the sale of Kingsley’s most popular books. I 
saw him after he had been with his publishers to 
make arrangements for the sale of his copyrights. 
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He wanted the money to start his sons, and he had 
a right to expect a substantial sum. The sum offered 
him seemed almost an insult, and yet he assured 
me that he had seen the books of his publishers, 
and that the sale of his books during the last years 
did not justify a larger offer. He was miserable 
about it, as well he might be. He felt not only 
the pecuniary loss, but, as he imagined, the loss of 
that intluence which he had gained by years of 
hard labour. 

Howev'er, he was mistaken in his idea that he 
had laboured in vain. Immediately after his death 
there came the most extraordinary reaction. His 
books sold again in hundreds of thousands, and his 
family received in one year a great deal more from 
his royalties than had been offered him for the 
whole copyright of all his books. People are more 
willing now to admit that though Newman may 
have been right in his “ Apologia pro Vita Sua,” 
Kingsley was not wrong in pointing out the weak 
jjoints in Newman’s character and in the moral and 
political doctrines of the Roman Catholic system, 
more particularly of the Jesuits, and the dangers 
that threatened his beloved England from those 
who seemed halting between the two Churches, the 
one national, the other foreign, the one reformed, 
the other unreformed. 

There was another occasion when Newman’s and 
Kingsley’s friends had a sharp conflict at Oxford. 
When the Prince of Wales was invited to Oxford 
to receive his honorary degree of D.C.L., he "had, 
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as was the custom, sent to the Chancellor a list of 
names of his friends on whom he wished that the 
same degree should be conferred at the same time. 
One of them was Kingsley, then one of his chaplains. 
When his name was proposed a strong protest was 
made by Dr. Pusey and his friends, no one could 
understand why. Dr. Pusey declared distinctly that 
he did not mean to contest Kingsley’s orthodoxy, 
but when asked at last to give his reasons, he 
declared that Kingsley’s '' Hypatia ” was an immoral 
book. This was too much for Dr. Stanley, who 
challenged Pusey lo produce one single passage 
in “Hypatia” which could be called immoral. On 
such conditions Shakespeare could never have re- 
ceived an honorary degree from the University 
of Oxford. I still posse.ss the copy of “Hypatia” 
which Stanley examined, marking every passage 
that could possibly be called immoral. It need 
hardly be said that there was none. Still Dr. Pusey 
threatened to veto the degree in Convocation and 
to summon his friends from the country to support 
him. And what could have been done to prevent 
an unseemly scandal on such an occasion as a royal 
visit to Oxford ? Dr. Stanley and his friends 
yielded, and Kingsley’s name was struck out from 
the Prince’s list, and, what was still worse, it was 
never placed again on the list of honorary doctors 
such as might really have reflected honour on the 
University. If ever the secret history of the 
degrees conferred honoris causa by the University 
of Oxford on truly eminent persons, not members of 
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the University, comes to be written, the rejection 
of Kingsley’s name will not be one of the least 
interesting chapters. 

Kingsley’s death was a severe blow to his 
country, and his friends knew that his life might 
have been prolonged. It was a sad time I spent 
with him at Eversley, while his wife lay sick 
and the doctors gave no hope of her recovery. 
He him.self also was very ill at the time, but a 
doctor whcmi the Queen had sent to Eversley told 
him that with proper care there was no danger for 
him, that he had the lungs of a hor.se, but that he 
required great care. In .spite of that warning he 
would get up and go into the sick-room of his wife, 
wEich had to be kept at an icy temperature. He 
caught cold and died, being fully convinced that his 
wife had ofone before him. And what a funeral it 
was ! But with all the honour that was paid to 
him, all who walked back to the empty rectory felt 
that life henceforth was poorer, and that the sun of 
England would never be so bright or so cheerful 
again, now that he was gone. Though I admired — 
as who did not his poetical power, his brilliant yet 
most minute and accurate descriptions of nature, 
and the lifelike characters he had created in his 
novels, what we loved most in him was his presence, 
his delightful stammer, his downright honesty, and 
the perfect transparency of his moral nature. He 
was not a child, he was a man, but unspoiled by 
the struggles of his youth, unspoiled by the ex- 
periences of his later years. He was an English 
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gentleman, a perfect specimen of noble English 
manhood. 

Having been particularly attached to his young 
niece, my wife, he had at once allowed me a share in 
his affections, and when other members of her family 
shook their heads, he stood by me and bade me be 
of good cheer till the day was won, and she became 
my wife. That was in rSsp. Here are .some 
verses he had addressed to his tw<j nieces, to my 
wife and to her sister, afterwards Mrs. Theodore 
VValrond (died 1872): — 


ro Cj * * *. 

A hasty jest I once let fall — 

As jests are wtmt to be, untrue 
As if the sum of joy to you 
Were hunt and picnic, rout and ball. 

Your eyes met mine ^ t dkj.mot blame ; 
You saw it : i)ut 1 touched too. near 
Some noble nerve ; a silent tear . 
Spoke soft reproach and lofty shame. 

I do not wish those words unsaid. 
Unspoilt by praise or pleasure, you 
In that one look to woman grew, 

While with a child, I thought, I played. 

Next to mine own beloved so long ! 

I have not spent my heart in vain. 

I V. atched the blade ; I see the grain ; 

A woman’s soul, most soft, yet strong. 
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A FAREWELL 

My fairest child, I have no song to give you ; 

No lark could pipe to skies so dull and grey : 

Yet, ere we ])art, one lesson I can leave you 
For every day. 

Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever. 

Do noble things, not dream them, all day long: 

And so make life, death, and that vast for ever 
One grand sweet song. 

In the original, as written down in her album, 
there is a third verse between the two:--- 

I’ll tell you how to sing a clearer carol 
Than lark who hails the dawn on breezy down. 

To earn yourself a purer poet’s laurel 

Than Shakespeare’s crown. 
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Knowing both Kingsley and Fronde very inti- 
mately, I soon came to know many of their friends, 
though my residence at Oxford kept me clear from 
the vortex of literary st)ciety in London. In some 
respects I regretted it, but in others I found it a 
great blessing. It requires not only mental, but 
considerable physical strength to stand the wear 
and tear of London life, and I confess I never could 
understand how some of my friends, Browning, 
Tyndall, Huxley, M. Arnold, and others, could 
manage to do any serious work, and at the same 
time serve the Moloch of Society to whom so many 
men and women in London offer themselves and 
their children as willing sacrifices year after year. 
They had not only to dine out and lose their even- 
ings, but wherever they went they had to shine, 
they had often to make speeches, long speeches, 
at public dinners, they came home tired and slept 
badly, and in the morning they were interrupted 
again by letters, by newspapers, by calls, then by 
meetings and committees, by the inevitable leaving 
of cards, and, lastly, there w^^s with many of them 
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their official work. Society is a voracious animah 
and has deprived the world of much that can only 
be the outcome of (|uiet hours, of continuous thought, 
and of uninterrupted labour. These men must have 
had not only the brain, but the physical constitution 
also of oiants, to survive this constant social worry. 

A quiet dinner with a few friends is pleasant 
enough, and a certain amount of social friction may 
even be useful in keeping us from rusting ; nay, a 
casual collision with a kindred spirit may sometimes 
call forth sparks which can be turned into light and 
heat. But to dress, to drive a few miles, then to be 
set dowTi, possibly, between two strangers who have 
little to say and much to ask, and who, if ill-luck will 
have it, may not even be beautiful or charming, is 
a torture to which men like Browning and M. 
Arnold ought never to have submitted. An after- 
noon tea is a fiir more nitional amusement, because 
people are not kept chained for two hours to one 
chair and two neighbours, but can move about and 
pick out some of their friends whom they really 
wish to talk to. I^ven a luncheon is more bearable, 
for it does not last so long, and one may find a 
chance of talking to one’s friends. But dinners are 
tortures, survivals of the dark ages tor which there 
is no longer any excuse, and 1 believe that more 
people, and good people too, have fallen victims to 
dinners, public or private, than have broken .their 
necks in the hunting field. 

I had hoped at one time that the eesthetic phase 
through which I^nglish society was passing, would 
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have put an end to, or would at least have modified, 
these social ijjobblings. Surely it is a most unbeau- 
tiful sight to see a number of people, young and 
old, with or without teeth, filling their mouths with 
mutton or beef, chewing, denticating, masticating 
their morsels, and then washing them down with 
wine or water. No doubt it can be done inoffen- 
sively, or even daintily, but is it ? Eastern ladies 
know how to throw small morsels of food into their 
open mouths with their fingers, and Plastern poets 
describe this performance with rapture. Chinese 
poets become eloquent even over chop-sticks as 
handled by their fair ones. But for all that, the 
Hindus seem to me to show their good taste by 
retiring while they feed, and reappearing only after 
they have washed their hands and face. Why 
should we be so anxious to perform this no d:)ubt 
necessary function before the eyes of our friends ? 
How often have I seen a beautiful face distorted 
by the action of the jaw-bones, the temples forced 
out, and the cheeks distended by obstinate morsels. 
Could not at least the grosser part of feeding be 
performed in private, and the social gathering begin 
at the dessert, or, with men, at the wine, so as to 
have a real Symposion, not a Syinp/iagion ? But 1 
am on daiagerous ground, and shall broach no 
further heresies. 

Life at Oxford has many advantages. Of course 
our London friends tell us that we are mere pro- 
vincials, but that is a relative expression, and, any- 
how, w(' eniov life in peace. It is true we have not 
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shaken off the regular society dinners altogether, but 
no one is offended if his friends tell him that they 
are too busy to dine out. And we still have our 
pleasant small dinners or luncheons of four, six, at 
the utmost eight people, when you can really see and 
enjoy your friends, and not only roast beef and port. 
In former years, when I first came to Oxford, it 
was different, but then the evil was chiefly confined 
to heads of colleges and halls, and there were even 
then exceptions, where you dined to meet a few 
friends, and not simply to lay in food. 

One of my earliest dinners I remember at Ox- 
ford was to meet Thackeray. Thackeray was then 
writing “ lismond,” and a Mr. .Stoddard — a fellow 
of St. John’s College — asked me to meet him at 
dinner. We were only four, and we were all very 
much awed by Thackeray’s presence, particularly 1, 
not being able as yet to express myself freely in 
English. We sat silent for some time, no one 
ventured to make the first remark, the soup was 
over, and there was a fine John Dore on the table 
waiting to be splayed. We were hoping for .some 
brilliant sally from Thackeray, but nothing came. 
At last Thackeray suddenly turned his large sjiec- 
tacled eyes on me and said: “Are you going to 
eat your own ancestor ? ” I stared, everybody else 
stared. At last we gave it up, and Thackeray, look- 
ing very grave and iearned, said ; “ Surely yOu are 
the son of the Dorian Mliller-— the Miillerwho wrote 
that awfully learned book on the Dorians ; ancT was 
not John Dort^ the ancestor of all the Dorians?” 
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There was a general “ Oh, oh ! ” but the ice was 
broken, and no one after this horrible pun was 
afraid of saying anything. All I could tell Thack- 
eray was that I was not the son of Otfried Muller, 
who wrote on the Dorians, but of Wilhelm Muller, 
the poet, who wrote “ Die Homerische Vorschule,” 
and “ Die Schone Mullerin,” and as to John Dord 
being our ancestor, how could that be ? I he ori- 
ginal John Dore, so I had been told, was il Janitore, 
that is, St. Peter, and had no wife, as some people 
will ha\'e it, or at least never acknowledged her in 
public, though he was kind to his mother-in-law. 
All this did not promise well, yet the rest of our 
little dinner party was very successful ; it became 
noisy and even brilliant. 

Thackeray from his treasures of wit and sarcasm 
poured out anecdote after anecdote : he used plenty 
of vinegar and cayenne pepper, but there w;is always 
a flavour of kindliness and good-nature, even in his 
most cutting remarks. I saw more of him when he 
came to Oxford to lecture on the Four Georges, 
and when he stood for Parliament and was defeated 
by Cardwell and Charles Ncatc. After one of his 
lectures, when 1 expressed my delight with his 
brilliant success, “Wait, wait,” he said, “ the time 
will come when you will lecture at Oxford”. At 
that time my iCnglish was still very crumbly ; there 
was no idea of my staying on in England, still less 
of my ever becoming a professor at Oxford. 

Thkckeray’s novels were a great delight to me 
then, and ‘••>me have remained so for life. Still, 
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there is a fashion in all things, in literature quite as 
much as in music, and when lately reading “ The 
Newcomes ” I was surprised at the meagreness of 
the dialogue, the very dialogues for which we felt 
so impatient from month to month when the book 
first came out in numbers. Still one always recog 
nises in Thackeray the powerful artist, who, like a 
Japanese painter, will with a few lines place a living 
man or woman before you, never to be forgotten. 

1 am sorry I missed seeing and knowing more 
of Charles Dickens. I met him in my very- early 
days with a friend of mine at some tavern in the 
Strand, but did not see him again till quite at the 
end of his career, when he was giving readings from 
his novels, and knew how to make his audiences 
either weep or laugh. Still I am glad to have seen 
him in the flesh, both as a young and as an old 
man. However wide apart our interests in life 
might be, no one who had read his novels could 
look on Dickens as a stranger. He knew the heart 
of man to the very core, and could draw a picture 
of human suffering with a more loving hand than 
any other luiglish writer. He also possessed now 
and then the grand style, and even in his pictures 
of still life the hand of the master can always be 
perceived. He must have shed many a tear over 
the deathbed of poor Joe ; he must have chuckled 
and shouted over Mr. Winkle and Mr. I'upman 
* going out partridge shooting. Perhaps to our taste, 
as it now is, some of his characters are too senti- 
mental and simpering, but there are few writers now 
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who could create his child-wife. It always seemed 
to me very strange that my friend Stanley, though 
he received Dickens among the great ones of West- 
minster Abbey, could not, as he confessed to me, 
take any pleasure in his works. 

But though I could not spend much time in 
London and cultivate my literary acquaintances 
there, Oxford itself was not without interesting poets. 
After all, whatever talent England possesses is 
filtered generally either through Oxford or Cam- 
bridge, and those who have eyes to see may often 
watch some of the most important chapters in the 
growth of poetical genius among the young under- 
graduates. I watched Clough before the world 
knew him, I knew Matthew Arnold during many 
years of his early life, .and having had the honour of 
examining Swinburne I was not surprised at his 
marvellous performances in later years. He was 
even then a true artist, a commander of legions of 
words, who might become an imperator at any time. 
Clough was a most fascinating character, thoroughly 
genuine, but so oppressed wfith the problems of life 
that it was difficult ever to get a .smile out of him ; 
and if one did, his round ruddy face with the deep 
heavy eyes seemed really to suffer from the contor- 
tions of laughter. He took life very seriously, and 
made greater sacrifices to his convictions than the 
world ever suspected. He was poor, but from con- 
scientious scruples gav'e up his fellowship, and was 
driven at last to go to America to make himself in- 
dependent without giving up the independence of 



his mind. With a little more sunshine above him 
and around him he might have grown to a very 
considerable height, but there was always a heavy 
weight on him, that seemed to render every utter- 
ance and every poem a struggle. 

His poems are better known and loved in America, 
I believe, than in England, but in England also they 
still have their friends, and in the history of the 
religious or rather theological struggles of 1840-50 
Clough’s figure will always be recogni.sed as one of 
the most characteristic and the most pleasing. I 
had once the misfortune to give him great pain. I 
saw him at Oxford with a young lady, and 1 was 
told that he was engaged to her. Delighted as I was 
at this prospect of a happy issue out of all his troubles, 
I wrote to him to congratulate him, when a most 
miserable answer came, telling me that it all was 
hopeless, and that 1 ought not to have noticed what 
was going on. 

However, it came right in the end, only there 
were some years of patient struggle to be gone 
through first ; and who is not grateful in the end for 
such years passed on Pisgah, if only J ordan is crossed 
at last ? 

Another poet whom I knew at Oxford as an 
undergraduate, and whom I watched and admired 
to the end of his life, was Matthew Arnold. He 
was beautiful as a young man, strong and manly, 
yet full of dreams and schemes. His Olympian 
manners began even at Oxford ; there was no harm 
in them, they were natural, not put on. The Very 
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sound of his voice and the wave of his arm were 
Jovelike. He grappled with the same problems as 
Clough, but they never got the better of him, or 
rather he never got the worse of them. Goethe 
helped him to soar where others toiled and sighed 
and were sinking under their self-imposed burdens. 
Even though his later life was enough to di.shearten 
a poet, he laughed at his being Pegastis im Joche. 
Sometimes at public dinners, when he saw himself 
surrounded by his contemporaries, most of them 
judges, bishops, and ministers, he would groan over 
the drudgery he had to go through ever}- day of his 
life in examining dirty schoolboys and schoolgirls. 
But he saw the fun of it, and laughed. What a pity 
it was that his friends, and he had many, could find 
no better place for him. Most of his contempo- 
raries, many of them far inferior to him, rose to high 
{positions in Church and State, he remained to the 
end an examiner of elementary schools. (}f course 
it may be said that, like so many of his literary 
friends, he might have written novels and thus eked 
out a living by pot-boilers, as they are called, of 
various kinds. But there was .something noble and 
refined in him which restrained his pen from such 
work. Whatever he gave to the worid was to be 
perfect, as perfect as he could make it, and he did 
not think that he po.sses.sed a talent for novels. His 
saying “ No Arnold can ever write a novel ” is well 
known, but it has been splendidly falsified of late by 
his awn niece. He had to go to America on a 
lecturing ttAir to earn some money he stood in need 
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of, though he felt it as a dira necessitas, nay, as a dire 
indignity. It is true he had good precedents, but 
evidently his showman was not the best he could 
have chosen, nor was Arnold himself very strong as 
a lecturer. England has not got from him all that 
she had a right to expect, but whatever he has left 
has a finish that will long keep it safe from the cor- 
rosive wear and tear of time. 

When later in life Arnold took to theological 
studies, he showed, no doubt, a very clear insight 
and a perfect independence of judgment, but he had 
only a few spare hours for work which in order to be 
properly done would have required a lifetime. Yet 
what he wrote produced an effect, in England at 
least, more lasting than many a learned volume, and 
he was allowed to say things that would have given 
deep offence if coming from other lips. His famous 
saying about the three Lord Shaftesburys has been 
judged very differently by different writers. As a 
mere matter of taste it may seem that Arnold s 
illustration of what he took to be the common con- 
ception of the Trinity among his Philistine friends 
was objectionable. Let us hope that it was not 
even true. 

But Arnold’s intention was clear enough. He 
argued chiefly against those who had called the 
Roman Catholic doctrine of the Mass “a degrading 
siiperstition He tells them they ought to discover 
'in it what the historian alone, or what Arnold means 
by a man of culture, can discover ; namely/ .the 
original intention of the faithful in thus interpreting 
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the words of Christ (St. John, vii., 53) : Verily, 
verily, I say unto you, Except ye eat the flesh of 
the Son of Man, and drink His blood, ye have no 
life in you It was in protesting against this narrow- 
ness that he reminded his Protestant friends of the 
weak joints in their own armour, particularly their 
too literal acceptation of the doctrine of the Trinity.* 
And I doubt whether he was altogether wrong 
when he charged them with speaking of the P'ather 
as a mere individual, or, as he expressed it, a sort of 
infinitely magnified and improved Lord Shaftesbury 
with a race of vile ofienders to deal with, whom his 
natural goodness would incline him to let off, only 
his sense of Justice would not allow it. And is it not 
true that many who speak of Christ as the Son of 
God take “ son in its common literal sense, or, as 
Arnold expressed it, imagine ‘‘ a younger Lord 
Shaftesbury, on the scale of his father and very dear 
to him, who might live in grandeur and splendour if 
he liked, but who preferred to leave his home to go 
and live among the race of offenders, and to be put 
to an ignominious death, on the condition that his 
merits should be counted against their demerits, and 
that his father s goodness should be restrained no 
longer from taking effect, but any offender should be 
admitted to the benefit of it, simply on pleading the 
satisfaction made by the son”? Finally, when he 
points out the extremely vague conception of the 
Holy Ghost as a person and as an individual, does 
he really exaggerate so very much when he says that 

* ** Literature and Dogma,*’ 1873, PP* 3 ^ 5 » 
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He is with many no more than “a third Lord Shaftes- 
bury, still pn the same high scale, who keeps very 
much in the background and works in a very occult 
manner, but very efficaciously neverthele.ss, and who 
is busy in applying everywhere the benefits of the 
son’s satisfaction and the father’s goodness ” ? Nay, 
even when he goes on to say that this is precisely 
the Protestant story of justification, what he wants 
to impress on his Protestant readers is surely no 
more than this, that from his point of view there is 
nothing actually degrading in their very narrow 
view, as little as in the common Roman Catholic 
view of the Mass. What he means is no more 
than that both views as held by the many are 
grotesquely literal and unintelligent. 

People who hold such views would be ready to 
tell you, hesay.s, “ the exact hangings in the Trinity’s 
council chamber ”. But, with all that he is anxious 
to show that not only was the original intention 
both of Roman and English Catholics good, but that 
even in its mistaken application it may help towards 
righteousness. In trying to impress this view both 
on Protestapts and Roman Catholics, Arnold certainly 
used language which mu.st have pained particularly 
those who felt that the picture was not altogether 
untrue. However, his friends, and among them 
many high ecclesiaj^tics, forgave him. Stanley, I 
know, admired his theological writings very m.uch. 
‘Many of his critics fully agreed with what Arnold 
said, only they would have said it in a different way. 
There is a kind of cocaine style which is used by 
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many able critics and reformers. It cuts deep into 
the flesh, and yet the patient remains insensible to 
pain. “You can say anything in English,” Arthur 
Helps once said to me, “ only you must know how 
to say it.” Arnold, like Carlyle and others, preferred 
the old style of surgery. They thought that pain 
was good in certain operations, and helped to ac- 
celerate a healthy reaction. 

The only fault that one may find with Arnold is 
that he did not him.self try to restore the original 
and true conception of the Trinity to that clear and 
intelligible form which he as an historian and a man 
of culture could have brought out better than any 
one else. The original intention of the Lord’s 
Supper, or the Mass, can easily be learnt, as Arnold 
has shown, from the very words of the Bible (St. 
Ivuke, .xxii., 20) : “ The cup is the new testament in 
my blood ”. But the doctrine of the Trinity requires 
a far more searching historical study. As the very 
name of Trinity is a later invention, and absent from 
the New Testament, it requires a thorough study of 
Greek, more particularly of Alexandrian philosophy, 
to understand its origin, for it is from Greek philo- 
sophy that the idea of the Word, the Logos, was 
taken by some of the early Fathers of the Church. 

As the Messiah was a Semitic thought which the 
J ewish disciples of Christ saw realised in the Son of 
Man, the Word was an Aryan thought which the 
Greek disciples saw fulfilled in the Son of (iod. The 
history of the divine Dyas which preceded the Trias 
is clear enough, if only we are acquainted with the 
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antecedents of Greek philosophy. Without that 
back'^round it is a mere jihantasm, and no wonder 
that in the minds of uneducated people it should 
have become what Arnold describes it,* father, son, 
and grandson, living together in the same house, 
or possibly in the clouds. To make people .shrink 
back from such a conce[)tion is worth something, 
and Arnold has certainly achieved this, if only he 
has caused hundreds and thousands to say to them- 
selves : “ We never were .so foolish or so narrow- 
minded as to believe in three Lord Shaftesburys ”. 

For some reason or other, however, the “three 
Lord Shaftesburys ” have disappeared in the last 
edition of “ Literature and Dogma” and have been 
replaced by “a Supernatural Man”, broude, who 
was an intimate friend both of Arnold and of Sir 
James Stephen, told me that the latter had warned 
Arnold that the three Lord Shaftesburys were really 
actionable, and i! Arnold hated anything it was a 
fracas. In the fifth edition they still remain, so that 
the change must have betai made later on, when he 
prepared the cheap edition of his book. Anyhow, 
they are gone ! 

Arnold was a delightful man to argue with, not 
that he could easily be convinced that he was wrong, 
but he never lost his temper, and in the most 
patronising way he would generally end by : “ Yes, 
yes ! my good fellow, you are quite right, but, you 
see, my view of the matter is different, and I have 
little doubt it is the true one!” I his went'so far 


• “ Literature and Dogma,” p. 143. 
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that even the simplest facts failed to produce any 
impression on him. He had fallen in love with 
Emile Burnouf’s attractive but not very scholar-like 
and trustworthy “ Science dc la Religion”. 1 believe 
that at first he had mistaken Emile for Eugene 
Burnouf, a mistake which has been committed by 
other people besides him. But, afterwards, when 
he had perceived the difference between the two, 
he was not at all abashed. Nay, he was betrayed 
into a new mistake, and spoke of Emile as the son 
of Eugene. I told him that Eugene, the great 
Oriental scholar — one of the greatest that France 
has ever produced, and that is saying a great deal 
— had no son at all, and that he ought to correct his 
misstatement. “Yes, yes,” he said, in his most 
good-humoured way, “ but you know how they 
manage these things in France. Emile was really 
a natural son of the great scholar, and they call that 
a nephew.” This I stoutly denied, for never was a 
more irreproachable pere de famille than my friend 
and master, Eugene Burnouf But in spite of all 
remonstrances, Emile remained with Arnold the 
son of Eugene; “For, you see, my good fellow, I 
know the French, and that is my view of the matter ! ” 
If that happened in the green wood, what would 
happen in the dry ! 

We had a long-standing feud about poetry. To 
me the difference between poetry and prose was 
one of form only. I always held that the same 
things that are said in prose could be said in poetry, 
and vice versd, and I often quoted Goethe’s saying 
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that the best test of poetry was whether it would 
bear translation into prose or into a foreign language. 
To all that, even to Goethe’s words, Arnold de- 
murred. Poetry to him was a thing by itself, “ not 
an art like other arts,” but, as he grandly called it, 
“genius”. 

He once had a great triumph over me. An 
American gentleman, who brought out a “ Collection 
of the Portraits of the Hundred Greatest Men,” 
divided them into eight classes, and the first class was 
assigned to poetry, the second to art, the third to 
religion, the fourth to philosophy, the fifth to history, 
the sixth to science, the seventh to politics, the 
eighth to industry. Arnold was asked to write the 
introduction to the first volume, H. 'Paine to the 
second, myself and Renan to the third, Noah Porter 
to the fourtli. Dean Stanley to the fifth, Helmholtz 
to the sixth, Froude to the seventh, John Fiske to 
the eighth. 

1 do not know whether Arnold had anything to 
do with suggesting this division of Onine Scibile 
into eight classes ; anyhow, he did not allow the 
opportunity to pass to assert the superiority of 
poetry over every other branch of man’s intellectual 
activity. “ The men,” he began, “ who are the 
flower and glory of our race are to pass here before 
us, the highest manifestations, whether on this line 
or that, of the force which stirs in every one of us — 
the chief poets, religious founders, philosophers, 
historians, scholars, orators, warriors, statesmen, 
voyagers, leaders in mechanical invention and in- 
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dustry, who have appeared among mankind. And 
the poets are to pass first. Why ? Because, of the 
various modes of manifestation through which the 
human spirit pours its force, theirs is the most ade- 
quate and happy.” 

This is the well-known ore rotundo and spiritu 
prof undo style of Arnold. But might we not ask, 
Advijuaic to what ? Happy in what ? Arnold him- 
self answers a little farther on ; “ No man can fully 
draw out the reasons why the human spirit feels it- 
self able, to attain to a more adequate and satisfying 
e.xpression in |3oetry than in any other of its modes 
of activity”. Yet he continues to call this a pri- 
mordial and incontestable fact ; and how could we poor 
mortals venture to contest a primordial and incon- 
testable fact And then, limiting the ([uestion “ to 
us for to-day,” he says, “ Surely it is its solidity that 
accounts to us for the sui^erioriiy of poetry”. How 
he; would have railed if any of his Philistines had 
ventured to recognise the true superiority of poetry 
in its solidity ! 

Prose may be solid, it may be dense, massive, 
lumj)ish, concrete, and all the rest, but poetry is 
generally prized for its being subtle, light, ideal, air- 
drawn, fairy-like, or made of such stuff as dreams 
are made of. However, let that pass. Let poetry 
be solid, for who knows what sense Arnold may 
have assigned to solid ? He next falls back on his 
great master Goethe, and quotes a passage which 
I have not been able to find, but the bearing of 
which must depend very much on the context in 
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which it occurs. Goethe, we are told, said in one 
of his many moods : “ I deny poetry to be an 
art. Neither is it a science. Poetry is to be called 
neither art nor science, but genius.” Who would 
venture to differ from Goethe when he defines what 
poetry is ? But does he define it ? He simply says 
that it is not art or science. In this one may agree, 
if only art and science are defined first. No one I 
think has ever maintained that poetry was science, 
but no one would deny that poetry was a [iroduct of 
art, if only in the sense of the y47'S poeiica ot Horace, 
or the Dichtknnst of Goethe. But if we ask what 
can be meant by saying that poetry is gciiiius, Goethe 
would [irobably say that what he meant was that 
poetry was the product of genius, the German Gcnic, 
Goethe, therefore, meant no more than that poetry 
requires, in the poet, originality and s])ontaneity of 
thought ; and this, though it would reciuire some 
limitation, no one surely would feel inclined to deny, 
though even the authority of (h)ethe would hardly 
suffice to deprive the decipherer of an inscription, 
^ thci painter of the “ Last Siqiper,” or the discoverer 
of the bacilli of a claim to that divine light which 
we call genius. 

Arnold then goes on to say that poetry gives the 
idea, but it gives it touched with beauty, heightened 
by emotion. Would not Arnold have allowed that 
the language of Isaiah, and even some of the dia- 
• logues of Plato, were touched with beauty and 
heightened by emotion though they are in prose? 
I think he himself speaks somewhere of a poe^tic 
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prose. Where, then, is the true difference between 
the creations of Isaiah and of Browning, between 
the eloquence of Plato and of W ordsworth ? 

Arnold has one more trump card to play in order 
to win for poetry that superiority over all the other 
manifestations of the forces of the human spirit 
which he claims again and again. I have always 
been a sincere admirer of Arnold’s poetry, still I 
think there is more massive force in some of his 
prose than in many of his poems ; nay, I believe 
he has left a much deeper and more lasting im- 
pression on what he likes to call the Zeitgeist through 
his essays than through his tragedies. What then 
is his last card, his last proof of the superiority of 
poetry ? Poetry, he argues, has more stability than 
anything else, and mankind finds in it a surer stay 
than in art. in philosophy, or religion. “Compare,” 
he says, “the stability of Shakespeare with that of 
the Thirty-nine Articles.” 

Poor Thirty-nine Articles ! Uid they ever claim 
to contain poetry, or even religion ? Were they 
ever meant to be more than a dry abstract of 
theological dogmas ? Surely they never challenged 
comparison with Shakespeare. They are an index, 
a table of contents, they were a business-like agree- 
ment, if you like, between different parties in the 
Church of England. But to ask whether they will 
stand longer than Shakespeare is very much like 
asking whether the Treaty of Paris will last longer 
than . Victor Hugo. There is stay in poetry pro- 
vided that the prose which underlies it is lasting, or 
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everlasting ; there is no stay in it if it is mere froth 
and rhyme. Arnold always liked to fall back on 
Goethe. “ What a series of philosophic systems 
has Germany seen since the birth of Goethe,” he 
says, “and what sort of stay is any one of them 
compared with the poetry of Germany’s one great 
poet?” Is Goethe’s poetry really so sure a stay as 
the philosophies of Germany ; nay, would there be 
any stay in it at all without the support of that 
philosophy which Goethe drank in, whether from 
the vintage of S[)inoza or from the more recent 
crues of Kant and Fichte ? Goethe’s name, no 
doubt, is always a pillar of strength, but there is 
even now a very great part of Goethe’s “ Collected 
Works ” in thirty volumes that is no longer a stay, 
but is pass^, and seldom read by any one, except 
by the historian. Poetry may act as a powerful 
preservative, and it is wonderful how much pleasure 
we may derive from thought mummified in verse. 
But in the end it is thought in its ever-changing 
life that forms the real stay, and it matters little 
whether that thought speaks to us in marble, or in 
music, in hexameters, in blank verse, or even in 
prose. Poetry in itself is no protection against folly 
and feebleness. There is in the world a small 
amount of good, and an immense amount of bad 
poetry. The former, we may hope, will last, and 
will serve as a stay to all who care for the music of 
thought and the harmony of language ; the twaddle, 
sometimes much admired in its time (and there is 
plenty of it in Goethe also), will, we hope, fade away 
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from the memory of man, and serve as a lesson to 
poets who imagine that they may safely say in 
rhythm and rhyme what they would be thoroughly 
ashamed to say in simple prose. Nor is the so- 
called stay or immortality of poetry of much con- 
sequence. To have benefited millions of his own 
age, ought surely to .satisfy any poet, even if no one 
reads his poems, or translations of them, a thousand 
years hence. 

Denn wer den Besten seiner Zeit ^uenug 

(iethan, dcr hat gelcht fiir alle Zeiten.* 

It is Strange to go over the old ground when he 
with whom one travelled over it in former times is 
no more present to answer and to hold his own view 
against the world. There certainly was a great 
charm in Arnold, even though he could be very 
patronising. But there was in all he said a kind of 
understood though seldom expressed sadness, as if 
to say, It will soon be all over, don’t let us get 
angry ; we are all very good fellows,” etc. He 
knew for years that though he was strong and 
looked very young for his age, the thread of his life 
might snap at any moment. And so it 
opportunitate inortis. Not long before his death he 
met Browning on the steps of the Athemeum. He 
felt ill, and in taking leave of Browning he hinted 
that they might never meet eigain. Browning was 
profuse in his protestations, and Arnold, on turning 
away, said in his airy way: ‘‘Now, one promise, 
Browning: please, not more than ten lines’’. 

*Schi!lcT*s “Wallenstein,’’ Prolog, vv., 48, 49. 
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Browning understood, and went away with a 
solemn smile. 

Arnold was most brilliant as Professor of Poetry 
at Oxford, from 1857 to 1867. great pains 

in writing and delivering his lectures. He looked 
well and spoke well. Some of his lectures were 
masterpieces, and he set a good example which was 
followed by Sir Francis Doyle, 1867-77, well known 
by his happy occasional poems, then by J ohn Shairp 
from 1877 to his death, and lastly by Francis Pal- 
grave from 1885-95. The best of Arnold’s lectures 
were published as essays ; Shairp’s lectures appeared 
after his death, and have retained their popularity, 
jiarticularly in America. Palgrave’s lectures, we 
may hope, will soon appear. They were full of 
most valuable information, and would jirove very 
useful to many as a book of reference. 1 have known 
no one better informed on English poetry than my 
friend Palgrave. His “Golden Treasury” bears 
evidence of his wide reading, and his ripe judgment 
in selecting the best specimens of Tuiglish lyric 
poetry. One had but to touch on any subject in 
the history of English literature, or to ask him a 
(Question, and there was always an abundance of 
most valuable information to be got from him. I 
owe him a great deal, particularly in my early Oxford 
days. P'or it was he who revised my first attempts 
at writing in English, and gave me good advice for 
the rest of my journey, more particularly as to what 
to avoid. He is now one of the very few friends 
left who remember my first appearance in Oxford 
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in 1846, and who were chiefly instrumental in re- 
taining my services for a University which has 
proved a true Alma Mater to me during all my life. 
Grant (Sir Alexander), Sellar, Froude, Sandars, 
Morier, Neate, Johnson (Manuel), Church, Jowett, 
— all are gone before me. 

Here are some old verses of his which I find in 
my album : — 

An English welcome to an English shore 

Such as we could, some four years since we gave thee, 

Not knowing what the Fates reserved in store 
Or that our land among our sons would have thee ; 

But now thou art endenizened awhile 
Almost we fear our welcome to renew : * 

Lest what we seemed to promise, should beguile, 

W'hen all we are is open to thy view. 

But yet if ought of what we fondly boast — 

True-hearted warmth of Friendship, frank and free, 

Survive yet in this island-circling coast, 

We need not fear again to welcome thee : — 

So may we, blessing thee, ourselves be blest. 

And prove not all unworthy of our guest. 

What happy days, what happy evenings we spent 
together lang syne. How patient they all were with 
their German guest when he first tried in his broken 
English to take part in their lively and sparkling 
conversations. Having once been received in that 
delightful circle, it was easy to make more ac- 
quaintances among their friends who lived at Ox- 
ford, or who from time to time came to visit them 
at Oxfgrd. It was thus that I first came to know 
Ruskin, Tenny.son, Browning, and others. 

* This* was written in 1851, and herein 1897 that Welcome 
has never ceased to be a blessing to me. 
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Ruskin often came to spend a few days with his 
old friends, and uncompromising and severe as he 
could be when he wielded his pen, he was always 
most charming in conversation. He never, when 
he was with his friends, claimed the right of speak- 
ing with authority, even on his own special sub- 
jects, as he might well have done. It seemed to be 
his pen that made him .say bitter things. He must 
have been sorry himself for the severe censure he 
passed in his earlier years on men whose honest 
labour, if nothing else, ought to have protected them 
against such cruel onslaughts. Grote’s style may 
not be the very best for an historian, but in his 
QucllensHidium he was surely most conscientious. 
Yet this is what Ru.skin wrote of him: “There 
is probably no commercial establishment between 
Charing Cross and the Bank, whose head clerk 
could not have written a better History of Greece, 
if he had the vanity to waste his time on it ”. Of 
Gibbon’s classical work he spoke with even greater 
contempt. “ Gibbon’s is the worst English ever 
written by an educated Englishman. Having no 
imagination and little logic, he is alike incapable 
either of picturesqueness or wit, his epithets are 
malicious without point, sonorous without weight, 
and have no office but to make a flat sentence 
turgid.” I feel sure that Ruskin, such as ’ I knew 
him in later years, would have wished these sentences 
•unwritten. 

He was really the most tolerant and agreeable 
man in .society. He could discover beauty where 
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no one else could see it, and make allowance where 
others saw no excuse. I remember him as diffident 
as a young girl, full of questions, and grateful for 
any information. Even on art topics I have watched 
him listening almost deferentially to others who laid 
down the law in his presence. His voice was 
always most winning, and his language simply per- 
fect. He was one of the few Englishmen I knew 
who, instead of tumbling out their sentences like so 
many portmanteaux, bags, rugs, and hat-boxes from 
an open railway van, seemed to take a real delight 
in building up their sentences, even in fiimiliar con- 
versation, so as to make each deliverance a work of 
art. Later in life that even temperament may have 
become somewhat changed. He had suffered much, 
and one saw that his wounds had not quite healed. 
His public lectures as Professor of Fine Art were 
most attractive, and extremely po|)ular at first. But 
they were evidently too much for him, and on the 
advice of his medical friends he had at last to cease 
from lecturing altogether. Several times his brain 
had been a very serious trouble to him. People 
forget that, as we want good eyes for .seeing, and 
good ears for hearing, we want a strong, sound 
brain for lecturing. 

I have seen much of such brain troubles among 
my friends, and who can account for them ? It is 
not the brain that thinks, nor do we think by means 
of our " brain ; but we cannot think without our brain, 
and the slightest lesion of our brain in any one of its 
wonderful convolutions is as bad as a shot in the eye. 
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If ever there was an active, powerful brain, it was 
Ruskins. No doubt he worked very hard, but I 
doubt whether hard work by itself can ever upset a 
healthy brain. I believe it rather strengthens than 
weakens it, as exercise strengthens the muscles of 
our body. His was, no doubt, a very sensitive 
^ature, and an overwrought sensitiveness is much 
more likely to cause mischief than steady intellectual 
effort. And what a beautiful mind his was, and 
what lessons of beauty he has taught us all. At the 
same time, he could not bear anything unbeautiful ; 
and anything low or ignoble in men, revolted him 
and made him thoroughly unhappy. I remember 
once taking Emerson to lunch with him, in his rooms 
in Corpus Christi College. Emerson was an old 
friend of his, and in many respects a cognate soul. 
But some quite indifferent subject turned up, a heated 
discussion ensued, and Ruskin was so upset that he 
had to quit the room and leave us alone. Emerson 
was most unhappy, and did all he could to make 
peace, but he had to leave without a reconciliation. 

It is very difficult to make allowance for these 
gradual failures of brain power. 

Again and again I have seen such cases at Oxford, 
where men were clearly no longer themselves, and 
yet had to be treated as if they were ; nay, continued 
to exercise their old influence till at last the crash 
came, and one began to understand what had seemed 
so strange, and more than strange, in tneir behaviour. 
I believe there are as many degrees of insanity as 
• there are of shortsightedness and deafness, and the 

9 
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line that divides sanity from insanity is often very 
small. I have had to watch the waverings of this 
line in several cases, and it is enough to upset one’s 
own equilibrium to have to deal with a friend who 
to-day is quite like himself and quite like ourselves, 
and the next day a rfxving lunatic. My predecessor 
at Oxford, Dr. Trithen, half Russian, half Swiss by 
birth, and a man of extraordinary gifts and wonder- 
fully attractive, went slowly out of his mind and had 
at last to be .sent to an asylum. But even then he 
wrote the most reasonable and touching letters to 
me on all sorts of subjects, though when 1 went to 
see him he was quite unapproachable. Fortunately 
he died soon after from brain disease, but who could 
say what was the cause of it.^ Nothing remains of 
him but the edition of a Sanskrit play, the Vira- 
charitra. 

But his knowledge of Sanskrit and all sorts of 
languages, his peculiar power of mimicry in imitating 
the exact pronunciation of different dialects, and his 
knack of copying Oriental MSS. .so that one could 
hardly tell the difference between the original and 
the copy were quite amazing. He might have grown 
to be another Mezzofanti if the fates had not been 
against him. He was the very type of a fascinating 
Russian, full of kindne.ss and courtesy, sparkling in 
conversation, always ready to help others and most 
careless about himself ; but there always was an 
expression in his coruscating eyes which spoke of 
danger, and foreboded the tragedy which finished 
his young and promising life. 
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Painful as these intellectual breakdowns are, they 
are not half so painful as when we see in our friends 
what is at first called mere wrongheadedness, but is 
apt to lead to a complete deterioration of moral fibre, 
and in the end to an apparent inability to distinguish 
between right and wrong, between truth and falser 
hood. In the former case we, know that a slight 
lesion in one of the ganglion cells or nerve fibres of 
die brain is sufficient to account for any disturbance 
in the intellectual clock-work. The man himself 
remains the same, though at times hidden from us, 
as it were, by a veil, and we feel towards him the 
same sorrowful sympathy which we feel towards a 
man who has lost the use of his eyes or his legs, 
who cannot see or cannot walk. We know that 
the instruments .are at, fault, not the operator. But 
it is very difficult to make the same allowance in 
cases of moral deterioration. Here instruments and 
operator seem to be the same, though, for all we 
know, here too the brain may be more at fault 
than the heart. A well-known oculist maintained 
that the peculiarities, or what he called the distortions, 
in Turner’s latest pictures were due to a malforma- 
tion in the muscles of his eyes. He actually invented 
some spectacles by v/hich everything that seemed 
ill-proportioned in Turner’s latest productions came 
right if looked at through these corrective lenses. 
May not what we call shortsightedness, conceit, 
vh.nity, envy, hatred and malice — all, as it seems, 
without rhyme or reason — be due in the beginning 
'to some weakness or dimness of sight that might 
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have been corrected, if treated in time, by those 
who are nearest and dearest to the sufferer ? This 
may seem a dangerous view of moral responsibility ; 
but, if so, it can be dangerous to the sufferer only, 
not to those who ought to sympathise, i.e. to feel 
and suffer, with him. To me it has proved a solu- 
tion of many difficulties during a long and varied 
intercourse with men and women ; the only difficulty 
is how to make these invalids harmless to themselves. 

Ruskin’s influence among the undergraduates at 
Oxford was most extraordinary. He could persuade 
the young Christ Church men to take spade and 
wheelbarrow and help him to make a road which he 
thought would prove useful to a village near Oxford. 
No other professor could have achieved that. The 
road was made, but was also soon washed away, 
and, of course, Ruskin was laughed at, though the 
labour undergone by his pupils did them no doubt a 
great deal of good, even though it did not benefit 
the inhabitants of the village for any length of time. 
It was sad to see Ruskin leave Oxford estranged 
from many of his friends, dissatisfied with his work, 
which neverthele.ss was most valuable and highly 
appreciated by young and old, perhaps by the young 
even more than by the old. His spirit still dwells 
in the body, and if any one may look back with pride 
and satisfaction upon the work which he has achieved, 
it is surely Ruskin. 

Another though less frequent visitor to Oxford 
was Tennyson. His first visit to our house was 
rather alarming. We lived in a small house in 
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High Street, nearly opposite Magdalen College, and 
our establishment was not calculated to receive 
sudden guests, particularly a Poet Laureate. He 
stepped in one day during the long vacation, when 
Oxford was almost empty. Wishing to show the 
great man all civility, we asked him to dinner that 
night and breakfast the next morning. At that time 
almost all the shops were in the market, which closed 
at one o’clock. My wife, a young housekeeper, did 
her best for our honoured guest. He was known to 
be a gourmand, and at dinner he was evidently put 
out when he found the sauce with the salmon was 
not the one he preferred. He was pleased, how- 
ever, with the wing of a chicken, and said it was the 
only advantage he got from being Poet Laureate, 
that he generally received the liver-wing of a chicken. 
The next morning at breakfast we had rather plumed 
our.selves on having been able to get a dish of cut- 
lets, and were not a little surprised when our guest 
arrived to see him whip off the cov<;r of the hot 
dish, and to hear the exclamation : “ Mutton chops! 
the staple of every bad inn in England ”. However, 
these were but minor matters, though not without 
importance at the time in the eyes of a young wife 
to whom Tennyson had been like one of the Im- 
mortals. He was simply delightful, and full of in- 
quiries about the East, more particularly about. Indian 
poetry, and I believe it was then that I told him 
that there was no rhyme in Sanskrit poetry, and 
ventured to ask him why there should be in English. 
He was not so offended as Samuel Johnson seems 
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to have been when asked the same question. The old 
bear would probably have answered my question by, 
“ You are a great fool, sir ; use your own judgment,” 
while Tennyson gave the very sensible answer that 
rhyme assisted the memory. 

It is difficult to define the difference between an 
Oxford man and a Cambridge man ; but if Ruskin 
was decidedly a representative of Oxford, Tennyson 
was a true son of the sister U niversity. I had been 
taught to admire Tennyson by my young friends at 
Oxford, many of whom were enthusiastic worshippers 
of the poet. My friends often forgot that 1 had 
been brought- up on German poetry, and that though 
I knew Heine, Ruckert, Eichendorff, Chamisso, and 
Geibel, to say nothing of Goethe, Schiller, Burger, 
and even Klopstock, their allusions to Tennyson, 
Browning, nay, to Shelley and Keats, often fell by 
the wayside and were entirely lost on me. 

However, I soon learnt to enjoy Tennyson’s 
poetry, its finish, its delicacy, its moderation — I 
mean, the absence of all extravagance ; yet there is 
but one of his books which has remained with me 
a treasure for life, his “In Memoriam ”. To have 
expressed such deep, true, and original thought as 
is contained in each of these short poems in such 
perfect language, to say nothing of rhyme, was 
indeed a triumph. Tennyson was very kind to me, 
and took a warm interest in my work, particularly 
in my mythological studies. I well remember his 
being struck by a metaphor in my first Essay on 
Comparative Mythology, published in 1856, and his 
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telling me so.- I had said that the sun in his daily- 
passage across the sky had ploughed a golden furrow 
through the human brain, whence sprang in ancient 
times the first germs of mythology, and afterwards 
the rich harvest of religious thought. 

“ I don’t know,” he said, “ whether the simile is 
quite correct, but I like it.’’ I was of course very 
proud that the great poet should have pondered on 
any sentence of mine, and still more that he should 
have approved qf my theory of seeing in mythology 
a poetical interpretation of the great phenomena of 
nature. ■ But it was difficult to have' a long discus- 
sion with him. He was fond of uttering short and 
decisive sentences : his yes was yes indeed, and his 
no was no indeed. 

It was generally after dinner, when smoking his 
pipe and sipping his whisky and water, that Tenny- 
son began to thaw, and to take a more active part 
in conversation. People who have not known him 
then, have hardly known him at all. During the 
day he was often very silent and absorbed in his 
own thoughts, but in the evening he took an active 
part in the conver.sation of his friends. His pipe 
was almost indispensable to him, and I remember 
one time when I and .several friends were staying at 
his house, the question of tobacco turned up. I 
confessed that for years I had been a perfect slave 
to tobacco, so that I could neither read nor write a 
line without smoking, but that at last I had rebelled 
against this slavery, and had entirely given up 
tobacco. Some of his friends taunted Tennyson 
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that he could never give up tobacco. “ Anybody 
can do that,” he said, “ if he chooses to do it.” 
When his friends still continued to doubt and to 
tease him, “ Well,” he said, “ I shall give up 
smoking from to-night ”. The very same evening 
I was told that he threw his pipes and his tobacco 
out of the window of his bedroom. The next 
day he was most charming, though .somewhat 
self-righteous. The second day he became very 
moody and captious, the third day no one knew 
what to do with him. But after a disturbed night 
I was told that he got out of bed in the morning, 
went quietly into the garden, picked up one of his 
broken pipes, stuffed it with the remains of the 
tobacco scattered about, and then, having had a few 
puffs, came to breakfast, all right again. Nothing 
was .said any more about giving up tobacco. 

He once very kindly offered to lend me his house 
in the Isle of Wight ; “ But mind,” he .said, “ you will 
be watched from morning till evening ”. This was in 
fact his great grievance, that he could not go out with- 
out being stared at. Once taking a walk with me 
and my wife on the downs behind his hou.se, he sud- 
denly started, left us, and ran home, simply because 
he had descried two strangers coming towards us. 

I was told that he once complained to the Queen, 
and said that he could no longer stay in the Isle of 
Wight, on account of the tourists who came to stare 
at him'. The Queen, with a kindly irony, remarked ' 
that she did not suffer much from that grievance, 

r 

but Tennyson, not seeing what she meant, replied : 
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“ No, madam, and if I could clap a sentinel wherever 
I liked, 1 should not be troubled either 

It must be confessed that people were very in- 
considerate. Rows of tourists sat like sparrows on 
the paling of his garden, waiting for his appearance. 
The guides were actually paid by sight-seers, 
particularly by those from America, for showing 
them the great poet. Nay, they went so far as 
to dress up a sailor to look like Tennyson, and the 
result was that, after their trick had been found out, 
the tourists would walk up to Tennyson and ask 
him: “Now, are you the real Tennyson.^” This, 
no doubt, was very annoying, and later on Lord 
Tennyson was driven to pay a large sum for some 
useless downs near his house, simply in order to 
escape from the attentions of admiring travellers. 

Why should not people be satisfied with the best 
that a poet is and can give them, namely his poetry ? 
Why should they wish to stare at him ? Few poets 
are greater than their poetry, and Tennyson was not 
one of them. Like all really great men, Tennyson 
disliked the worship that was paid him by many who 
came to stare at him and to pour out the usual 
phrases of admiration before him. Tennyson fre- 
quently took flight from his intending Boswells, and 
he was the very last man to appreciate the “// park ” 
by which in Paris all conversation was hu.shed 
whenever Victor Hugo was present at a dinner and 
spoke to his neighbour, possibly only to ask him 
for the menu. 

People have learnt after his death what a posses- 
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sion they had in Tennyson. He may not rank 
among the greatest poets of England, but there was 
something high and noble in him which reacted 
on the nation at large, even though that influence 
was not perhaps consciously realised. Anyhow, after 
his death, it was widely felt that there was nobody 
worthy to fill his placd ; and why was it not left 
empty, as in the Greek army, where, we are told, a 
place of honour was reserved for a great hero who 
was supposed to be present during the heat of the 
battle, and to inspire those who stood near his place 
to great deeds of valour ? 

Browning was neither of Cambridge not of 
Oxford, but his genius was much more akin to 
Oxford than to Cambridge, and towards the end of 
his life, particularly after his son had entered at 
Balliol College, he was very often seen amongst us. 
Though he was not what we call a scholar, his mind 
was saturated with classical lore, and his apprecia- 
tion of Greek poetry. Greek mythology, and Greek 
sculpture was very keen. He could not quote Greek 
verses, but he was steeped in the Greek tragedians 
and lyric poets. Of course this classical sympathy 
was but one side of his poetry. Browning was full 
of sympathy, nay, of worship, for anything noble and 
true in literature, ancient or modern. And what 
was most delightful in him was his ready response, 
his generosity in pouring out his own thoughts 
before anybody who shared his sympathies. For 
real and substantial conversation there was no one 
his equal, and even in the lighter after-dinner talk 
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he was admirable. His health seemed good, and 
he was able to sacrifice much of his time to society. 
He had one great advantage, he never consented to 
spoil his dinner by making, or, what is still worse, 
by having to make, a speech. I once felt greatly 
aggrieved, sitting opposite Browning at one of the 
Royal Academy dinners. I had to return thanks 
for literature and scholarship, and was of course 
rehearsing my speech during the whole of dinner- 
time, while he enjoyed himself talking to his friends. 
When I told him that it was a shame that I, should 
be made a martyr of while he was enjoying his 
dinner in peace, he laughed, and said that he had 
said No once for all, and that he had never in his 
life made a public speech. I believe, as a rule, 
poets are not good sjieakers. They are too careful 
about what they wish to say. As dinner ad- 
vanced I became more and more convinced of 
the etymological identity of honor and orms. At 
last my turn came. Having to face the brilliant 
society which is always present at this dinner, in- 
cluding the Prince of Wales, the Ministers of both 
parties, the most eminent artists, scientists, authors 
and critics, I had of course learnt my speech by 
heart, and was getting on very well, when suddenly 
I saw the Prince of Wales laughing and saying 
something to his neighbour. At once the thread of 
my speech was broken. I began to think whether 
I could have said anything that made the Prince 
laugh, and what it could have been, and whi^e I was 
thinking in every direction, I suddenly stood speech- 
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less. I thought it was an eternity, and I was afraid 
I should have to collapse and make the greatest 
fool of myself that ever was. 1 looked at Browning 
and he gave me a friendly nod, and at that moment 
my grapple-irons caught the lost cable and I was 
able to finish my speech. When it was over 1 
turned to Browning and said: “Was it not fearful, 
that pause ? ” Far from it,” he said, “ it was 
excellent. It gave life to your speech. Everybody 
saw you were collecting your thoughts, and that 
you were not simply delivering what you had learnt 
by heart. Besides, it did not last half a minute.” 
To me it had seemed at least five or ten minutes. 
But after Browning’s good-natured words I felt 
relieved, and enjoyed at least what was left of a 
most enjoyable dinner, the only enjoyable public 
dinner I know. 

The best place to see Browning was Venice, and 
I think it was there that I saw him for the last 
time. He was staying in one of the smaller palaces 
with a friend, and he was easily persuaded to read 
some of his poems. I asked him for his poem on 
Andrea del Sarto, and his delivery was most simple 
and yet most telling. He was a far better reader 
than Tennyson. His voice was natural, sonorous, 
and full of delicate shades ; while Tennyson read in 
so deep a tone, that it was like the rumbling and 
rolling sound of the sea rather than like a human 
voice. His admirers, both gentlemen and ladies, 
who thpught that everything he did must be per- 
fect, encouraged him in that kind of delivery ; and 
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while to me it seemed that he had smothered and 
murdered some of the poems I liked best, they 
sighed and groaned and poured out strange inter- 
jections, meant to be indicative of rapture. 

There is a definiteness in Tennyson’s poetry 
which makes it easy to recite and even to declaim 
his poems, while many of Browning’s compositions 
do not lend themselves at all to viva voce repetition. 
There is always a superabundance of thought and 
feeling in them, and his mastery of rhyme and 
rhythm proved a temptation which he could not 
always resist. One often wished that some of 
Browning’s poems could have passed through the 
Tennysonian sieve, to take away all that is unneces- 
sary in them, and to moderate his exuberant revel- 
ling in language. Still his friends know what they 
possess in his poetry. When they are sad, he makes 
them joyful ; when they exult, he tones them down ; 
when they are hungry, he feeds them ; when they 
are poor, he makes them rich ; and, like a true 
prophet, he knows how to bring fresh water out of 
the rocks, out of the commonest events in our journey 
through the desert of life. It is a pity that his 
poetry does not lend itself to translation. Perhaps 
he is too thoroughly Paiglish, perhaps his sentences 
are too labyrinthine even for German readers. 
Anyhow, Browning is known abroad much less 
than Tennyson, and if translatableness is a test of 
true poetry, his poetry would not stand that tfest well. 

To have known such men as Tennyson and 
Browning is indeed a rare fortune. It helps us in 
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two ways. We are preserved from extravagant 
admiration, which , is always stupid ; and, on the 
other hand, we can enjoy even insignificant verses 
of theirs, as coming from our friends and lighting up 
some corner of their character. There are cases 
where personal acquaintance with the poets actually 
spoils our taste for their poetry, which we might 
otherwise have enjoyed ; and to imagine that one 
knows a poet better because one has once shaken 
hands withthim, is a fetal mistake. It would be far 
better to -go at once to Westminster Abbey, and 
spend a few thoughtful moments at the tombs of 
such poets as Tenny.son or Browning, for there, at 
all events, there would be no disappointment. 
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IV. 

Authors complain, and in many c.ases: complain 
justly, of the large number of letters and visits which 
they receive from unknown friends and distant ad- 
mirers. • I myself, though the subjects on . which I 
write are not exactly popular, have been sitting at 
the receipt of suc^ custom for many years. It is 
difficult to know what to do; To answer all the 
letters, even to acknowledge all the books that are 
sent to me from India, Australia, New Zealand, from 
every new sphere of influencein Africa, from America, 
North and South, and from the principal countries 
of Europe, would be physically impossible. A 
simple knowledge of arithmetic would teach my 
friends that if I were only to glance a.t a book in 
order to give an opinion, or say something pleasant 
about it, one hour at least of my time in the morning 
would certainly be consumed by every single book. 
Every writer imagines that he is the only one who 
writes a letter, asks a question, or sends a book ; 
but he forgets that in this respect everybody Has as 
much right as everybody else, and claims it too, 
unmindful of the rights of others, and quite uncon- 
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scious that the sum total of such interruptions would 
swallow up the whole of a man’s working day. 
And there is this further danger : however guarded 
one may be in expressing one’s gratitude or one’s 
opinion of the merits of a book, one’s letter is apt to 
appear in advertisements, if only far away in India 
or the Colonies ; nay, we often find that the copy of 
a book was not even sent us by the author himself, 
but with the author’s compliments, that is by an 
enterprising publisher. 

However, there is a compensation in all things, 
and I gladly confess that I have occasionally derived 
great advantage from the letters of my unknown 
friends. They have sent me valuable corrections 
and useful remarks for my books, they have made 
me presents of MSS. and local publications difficult 
to get even at the Bodleian and the British Museum, 
and I feel sure that they have not been offended 
even though I could not enter into a long corre- 
spondence with every one of my epistolary friends 
on the origin of language or the home of the Aryan 
race. My worst friends are those who send me 
their own writings and wish me to give an opinion, 
or to find a publisher for them. Had I attempted 
to comply with one half of these requests, I could 
have done nothing else in life. What would become 
of me if everybody who cannot find a publisher 
were to write to me ! The introduction of postcards 
has proved, no doubt, a great blessing to all who 
are supposed to be oracles, but even an oracular 
response takes , time. Speaking for. myself,; I may 
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truly say that I often feel tempted to write to a man 
who is an authority on a special subject on which 
I want information. I know he could answer my 
question in five minutes, and yet I hardly ever 
venture to make the appeal, but go to a library, 
where I have to waste hours and hours in finding 
the right book, and afterwards the right passage in 
it. Why should not others do the same ? 

And what applies to letters applies to personal 
visits also. I do sometimes get impatient when 
perfect strangers call on me without any kind of 
introduction, sometimes even without a visiting card, 
and then sit down to propound some theory of their 
own. Still, taking all in all, I must not comphiin 
of my visitors. They do not come in shoals like 
letters and books, and very often they are interest- 
ing and even delightful. Many of them come from 
America, and the mere fact that they want to see 
me is a compliment which I appreciate. They have 
read my books, that is another compliment which I 
always value ; and they often speak to me of things 
that years ago I have said in some article of mine, 
and which I myself have often quite forgotten. 

It strikes me that Americans possess in a very 
high degree the gift of sight-seeing. They possess 
what at school was called pace. They travel over 
England in a fortnight, but at the end they seem to 
have seen all that is, and all who are, worth seeing. 
We wonder how they can enjoy anything. ' But 
they do enjoy what they see, and they carry away 
a great many photographs, not only in their alb\ims 

10 
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but in their memory also. The fact is that they 
generally come well prepared, and know beforehand 
what they want to see ; and, after all, there are limits 
to everything. If we have only a quarter of an 
hour to look at the Madonna di San Sisto, may not 
that short exposure give us an excellent negative 
in our memory, if only our brain is sensitive, and 
the lens of our eyes clear and strong ? The 
Americans, knowing that their time is limited, make 
certainly an excellent use of it, and seem to carry 
away more than many travellers who stand for hours 
with open mouths before a Raphael, and in the end 
know no more of the picture than of the frame. It 
requires sharp eyes and a strong will to see much 
in a short time. Some portrait painters, for instance, 
catch a likeness in a few minutes ; others sit and sit, 
and stare and stare, and alter and alter, and never 
perceive the real characteristic points in a face. 

It is the same with the American interviewer. 
I do not like him, and I think he ought at all events 
to tell us that we are being interviewed. Even 
ancient statues are protected now against snap-shots 
in the museums of antiquities. But with all that I 
cannot help admiring him. His skill, in the cases 
where I have been under his scalpel or before his 
brush, has certainly been extraordinary, and several 
of them seem to have seen in my house, in my 
garden, in my library, and in my face, what I my- 
self had never detected there, and all that in about 
half an hour. I remember one visit, however, which 
was*^ rather humiliating. An American gentleman 
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(I did not know that he was interviewing me) had 
been sitting with me for a long time, asking all sorts 
of questions and making evidently a trigonometrical 
survey of myself and my surroundings. At last I 
had to tell him that I was sorry I had to go, as I had 
to deliver a lecture. As he seemed so interested 
in my work I naturally expected he would ask me 
to allow him to hear my lecture. Nothing of the 
kind ! “ I am sorry,” he said, “ but you don’t mind 

my sitting here in your library till you come back ? ” 
And, true enough, there I found him when I came 
home after an hour, and he was delighted to see me 
again. Some months after I had my reward in a 
most charminof account of an interview with Profes.sor 
Max Miiller, published in an American journal. 
This power of observation which these interviewers, 
and to a certain extent most American travellers, 
seem to possess, is highly valuable, and as most 
of us cannot hope to have more than a few hours 
to see such monuments as St. Peter or vSanta 
Sophia, or such giants as Tennyson or Browning, 
we ought to take a leaf out of the book of our 
American friends, and try to acquire some of their 
pace and go. 

And then, America does not send us interviewers 
only, but nearly all their most eminent men and 
their most charming women pay us the com[)liment 
of coming over to the old country. They generally 
cannot give us more than a few days, or it may be 
a few hours only ; and in that short space we also 
have to learn how to measure them, how to appreci- 
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ate and love them. It has to be done quickly, or 
not at all. Living at Oxford, I have had the good 
fortune of receiving visits from Emerson, Dr. Wen- 
dell Holmes, and Lowell, to speak of the brightest 
stars only. Each of them stayed at our house for 
several days, so that I could take them in at leisure, 
while others had to be taken at one gulp, often 
between one train and the next. Oxford has a great 
attraction for all Americans, and it is a pleasure 
to see how completely at home they feel in the 
memories of the place. The days when Emerson, 
Wendell Holmes, and Lowell were staying with us, 
the breakfasts and luncheons, the teas and dinners, 
and the delightful walks through college halls, 
chapels and gardens are possessions for ever. 

Emerson, I am grieved to say. when during his 
last visit to England he spent some days with us, 
accompanied and watched over by, his devoted 
daughter, was already on the brink of that misfor- 
tune which overtook him in his old age. His 
memory often failed him. but as through a mist the 
bright 4nd warm sun of his mind was always shining, 
and many of his questions and answers have remained 
engraved in my memory, weak and shaky as that 
too begins to be. I had forgotten that Emerson 
had ceased to be an active preacher, and I told him 
that I rather envied him the opportunity of speaking 
now and then to his friends and neighbours on sub- 
jects on which we can seldom speak except in church. 
He then told me not only what he had told others, that 
“ he had had enough of it,” but he referred to an epi- 
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sode in his life, or rather in that of his brother, which 
struck me as very significant at the time. “ There 
was an ecclesiastical leaven in our family,” he said. 
“ My brother and I were both meant for the ministry 
in the Unitarian community. My brother was sent 
by my father to Germany (I believe to Gottingen), 
and after a thorough study of theology was returning 
to America. On the voyage home the ship was 
caught in a violent gale, and all hope of saving the 
ship and the lives of the passengers was given up. 
At that time my brother said his prayers, and made 
a vow that if his Jife should be spared he would 
never preach again, but give up theology altogether 
and earn an honest living in some other way. The 
ship weathered the storm, my brother’s life was 
saved, and, in spite of all entreaties, he kept his 
vow. Something of the same kind may have in- 
fluenced me,” he added : anyhow, I felt that there 
was better work for me to do than to preach from 
the pulpit.” And so, no doubt, there was for this 
wonderfully gifted man, particularly at the time and 
in the place where he lived. A few years’ study at 
Gottingen might have been useful to the younger 
Emerson by showing him the track followed by 
other explorers of the unknown seas of religion and 
philosophy, but he felt in himself the force to grapple 
with the great problems of the world without going 
first to school to learn how others before him -had 
grappled with them. And this was perhaps the 
best for him and for us. His freshness and »his 
courage remained undamped by the failures of others, 
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and the directness of his judgment and poetical 
intuition had freer scope in his rhapsodies than it 
would have had in learned treatises. I do not 
wonder that philosophers by profession had at first 
nothing to say to his essays because they did not 
sc(an to advance their favourite inquiries beyond the 
point they had reached before. But there were many 
people, particularly in America, to whom these 
rhapsodies did more good than any learned dis- 
quisitions or carefully arranged sermons. There is 
in them what attracts us so much in the ancients, 
freshness, directness, self-confidence, unswerving loy- 
alty to truth, as far as they could see it. He had no 
one to fear, no one to please. Socrates or Idato, if 
suddenly brought to life again in America, might 
have spoken like hanerson, and the effect produced 
by Emerson was certainly like that produced by 
Socrates in olden times. 

What Emerson’s personal charm must liave been 
in (earlier life we can only conjecture from the 
rapturous praises bestowed on him by his friends, 
even during his lifetime. A friend of his who 
had watched Emerson and his work and his ever- 
increasing iniluence, declares without hesitation that 
the American nation is more indebted to his 
teaching than to any other person who has spoken 
or written on his themes during the last twenty 
years”. He calls his genius *‘the measure and 
present expansion of the American mind • And 
hi.v influence was not confined to the American 
mind. I have watched it growing in England. I 
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Still remember the time when even experienced 
literary judges spoke of his essays as mere de- 
clamations, as poetical rhapsodies, as poor imitations 
of Carlyle. Then gradually one man after another 
found something in Emerson which was not to be 
found in Carlyle, particularly his loving heart, his 
tolerant .spirit, his comprehensive sympathy with all 
that was or was meant to be good and true, even 
though to his own mind it was neither the one 
nor the other. 

After a time some more .searching critics, were 
amazed at .sentences which .spoke volumes, and 
showed that hhnerson, though he had never written 
a systematic treatise on philosophy, stood on a firm 
foundation of the accumulated philosophic thought 
of centuries. Let us take such a sentence as 
“ Ceneralisation is always a nezv infiitx of divinity 
into the mind — hence the thrill that attends'". To 
the ordinary reader such a sentence can convey 
very little ; it might seem, in fact, a mere exag- 
geration. But to those who know the long history 
of thought connected with the cjuestion of the origin 
of conceptual thought as the result of ceaseless 
general i.sation, Emerson’s words convey the outcome 
of profound thought. They show that he had 
recognised in general ideas, which are to us merely 
the result of a never-ceasing synthesis, the original 
thoughts or logoi underlying the immense variety of 
created things ; that he had traced them back to 
their only possible source, the Divine Mind, and 
that he saw how the human mind, by rising Vrom 
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particulars to the genercil, was in reality approaching 
the source of those divine thoughts, and thus becom- 
ing conscious, as it were, of the influx of divinity. 
Other philosophers have expressed similar thoughts 
by saying that induction is the light that leads us up, 
deduction the light that leads us down. Mill thought 
that generalisation is a mere process of mother-wit, 
of the shrewd and untaught intelligence ; and that, 
from one narrow point of view, it is so, has been 
fully proved since by an analysis of language. Every 
word is a generalisation, and contains in itself a 
general idea, the so-called root. These first general- 
isations are, no doubt, at first the work of mother- 
wit and untaught intelligence only, and hence the 
necessity of constantly correcting them, whether by 
experience or by philosophy. But these words are 
nevertheless the foundation of all later thought, and 
if they have not reached as yet the fulness of the 
Divine Logoi, they represent at least the advancing 
steps by which alone the human mind could reach, 
and will reach at last, the ideas of the Divine Mind. 

Thus one pregnant sentence of Emerson’s shows, 
when we examine it more closely, that he had seen 
deeper into the mysteries of nature, and of the 
human mind, than thousands of philosophers, call 
them evolutionists (realists) or nominalists. Evolu- 
tionists imagine that they have explained everything 
that requires explanation in nature if they have 
shown a more or less continuous development from 
the moneres to man, from the thrills of the moneres 
to the thoughts of man. Nominalists again think 
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that by ascending from the single to the general, 
and by comprehending the single under a general 
name, they have solved all the questions involved 
in nature, that is, in our comprehension of nature. 
They never seem to remember that there was a time 
when all that we call either single or general, but 
particularly all that is general, had for the first time 
to be conceived or created. Before there was a 
single tree, some one must have thought the tree or 
treehood. Before there was a single ape, or a single 
man, some one must have thought that apehopd or 
that manhood which we see realised in every ape 
and in every man, unless we can bring ourselves to 
believe in a thoughtless world. If that first thought 
was the concept of a mere moneres, still in that 
thought there must have been the distant perspective 
of ape or man, and it is that first thought alone 
which to the present day keeps the ape an ape, and 
a man a man. Divine is hardly a name good 
enough for that first Thinker of Thoughts. Still, 
it is that Divinity which Emerson meant when he 
said that generalisation is always a new influx of 
divinity into the mind because it reveals to the mind 
the first thoughts, the Divine Logoi, of the universe. 
The thrill of which he speaks is the thrill arising 
from the nearness of the Divine, the sense of the 
presence of those Divine Logoi, or that Divine 
Logos, which in the beginning was with God, and 
without which not anything was made that was made. 
Evolution can never be more than the second act ; 
the first act is the Volition or the Thought oF the 
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universe, unless we hold that there can be an 
effect without a cause, or a Kosmos without a 
Logos. 

Such utterances, lost almost in the exuberance of 
Emerson’s thoughts, mark the distinction between a 
thoughtful and a shallow writer, between a scarred 
veteran and a smooth recruit. They will give 
permanence to Emerson’s influence both at home 
and abroad, and place him in the ranks of those 
who have not lived or thought in vain. When he 
left my house, I knew, of course, that we should 
never meet again in this life, but I felt that 1 had 
gained something that could never be taken from me. 

Another eminent American who often honoured 
my quiet home at Oxford was James Russell Lowell, 
for a time United States Minister in England. He 
was a Professor and at the same time a politician 
and a man of the world. P'ew essays are so l)rimful 
of interesting facts and original reflections as his 
essays entitled “ Among my Books His “ Bigelow 
Papers.” which made him one of the leading men in 
the United States, appeal naturally to American 
rather than to Cosmopolitan readers. But in society 
he was at home in England as much as in America, 
in Spain as well as in Holland. 

I came to know him first as a sparkling corre- 
spondent, and then as a delightful friend. 

Here is the letter which began our intimacy : — 
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LeGACION DE LOS Estados Unidos 

DE America en Espana, 

iWi yan., 1880 . 

I read with great satisfaction what you wrote about jade^ One 
is tempted to cry out with Marlowe^s Tamburlaine, “ How now, 
ye pampered jades of Asia ! ’’ One thing in the discussion has 
struck me a good deal, and that is, the crude notion which intel- 
ligent men have of the migration of tribes. I think most men’s con- 
ception of distance is very much a creature of maps — which make 
Grim Tartary and England not more than a foot apart, so that the 
feat of the old rhyme- — “to dance out of Ireland into E'rance,” 
looks easy. I'hey seem to think that the shifting of habitation 
was accomplished like a modern journey by rail, and that the 
emigrants wouldn’t need tools by the way or would buy them at 
the nearest shop after their arrival. 'Fhere is nothing the ignorant 
and the poor cling to so tenaciously as their familiar household 
utensils. Incredible things are brought every day to America in 
the luggage of emigrants — things often most cumbrous to carry 
and utterly useless in the new home. Families that went from 
our seaboard to the West a century ago, through an almost im- 
penetrable wilderness, carried witli them all their domestic pots 
and pans — even those, I should be willing to wager, that needed 
the tinker. 1 remember very well the starting of an expedition 
from my native town of Cambridge in 1831, for Oregon, under 
the lead of a captain of great energy and resource. They started 
in waggons ingeniously contrived so as to be taken to pieces, the 
body forming a boat for crossing rivers. T’hey carried everything 
they could think of with them, and got safely to the other side of 
the continent, as hard a job, I fancy, as our Aryan ancestors had 
to do. There is hardly a family of Fmglish descent in New 
F>ngland that doesn’t cherish as an heirloom something brought 
over by the first ancestors two hundred and fifty years ago. And 
beside the motive of utility there is that also of sentiment — 
particularly strong in the case of an old tool. 

Faithfully yours, 

J. R. Lowptll. 

* I had written some articles in The Times to show that when 
we meet with jade tools in countries far removed from the few 
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Lowell's conversation was inexhaustible, his in- 
formation astonishing. Pleasant as he was, even as 
an antagonist, he would occasionally lose his temper 
and use very emphatic language. I was once 
sitting next to him when I heard him stagger his 
neighbour, a young lady, by bursting out with : “ But, 
madam, I do not accept your major premiss ! ” Poor 
thing, she evidently was not accustomed to such 
language, and not acquainted with that terrible 
term. She collapsed, evidently quite at a loss as 
to what gift on her part Mr. Lowell declined to 
accept. 

Sometimes even the most harmless remark about 
America would call forth very sharp replies from 
him. Everybody knows that the salaries paid by 
America to her diplomatic staff are insufficient, and 
no one knew it better than he himself. But when 
the remark was made in his presence that the 
United States treated their diplomatic representa- 
tives stingily, he fired up, and discoursed most 
eloquently on the advantages of high thoughts and 
humble living. His cleverness and readiness in 
writing occasional verses have become proverbial, 
and I am glad to be able to add two more to the 
many jeux d'esp7'it of this brilliant and amiable 
guest. 

mines in which jade is found, we must admit that they were carried 
along as precious heirlooms by the earliest emigrants from Asia 
to Euro{)e, by the same people who carried the tools of their 
mind, that is the words of their language, from their original 
homes to the shores of the Mediterranean, to Iceland, to Ireland, 
and in the end to America. 
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Had I all tongues Max Muller ‘knows, 

I could not with them altogether 
Tell half the debt a stranger owes 
Who Oxford sees in pleasant weather. 

The halls, the gardens, and the quads, 

There’s nought can match them on this planet, 
Smiled on by all the partial gods 
Since Alfred (if *twas he) began it ; 

But more than all the welcomes warm, 

Throwm thick as lavish hands could toss ’em, 

Why, they’d have wooed in winter-storm 
One’s very umbrella-stick to blossom ! 

Bring me a cup of All Souls’ ale, 

Better than e’er was bought with siller. 

To drink (O may the vow prevail) 

The health of Max * and Mrs. Muller ! 


* (^‘ Professor ” 1 would fain have said, 

But the pinched line would not admit it. 

And where the nail submits its head, 

There must the hasty hammer hit it 1) 

Abundant as was his wit in the true sense of that 
word, his kindness was equally so. After he had 
written the above verses for my wife, my young 
daughter Beatrice (now Mrs. Colyer Fergusson) 
asked him, as young ladies are wont to do, for a 
few lines for herself. He at once resumed his pen 
and wrote : — 

O’er the wet sands an insect crept 
Ages ere man on earth was known — 

And patient Time, while Nature slept, 

The slender tracing turned to stone. 
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’Twas the first autograph ; and ours? 

Prithee, how inuch of prose or song, 

In league with the Creative powers, 

Shall ’scape Oblivion’s broom so long ? 


In great haste, 

Faithfully yours, 

J. R. Lowell. 


2^th June^ 1886. 


I lost the pleasure of shaking hands with Long- 
fellow during his stay in England. Though I have 
been more of a fixture at Oxford than most pro- 
fessors, I was away during the vacation when he 
paid his visit to our university, and thus lost seeing 
a poet to whom I felt strongly attracted, not only by 
the general spirit of his poetry, which was steeped 
in German thought, but as the translator of several 
of my father’s poems. 

I was more fortunate with Or. Wendell Holmes. 
H is arrival in England had been proclaimed before- 
hand, and one naturally remained at home in order 
to be allowed to receive him. His hundred days in 
England were one uninterrupted triumphal progress. 
When he arriveci at Liverpool he found about three 
hundred invitations waiting for him. Though he 
was accompanied by a most active and efficient 
daughter, he had at once to engage a secretary to 
answer this deluge of letters. And though he was 
past eighty, he never spared himself, and was always 
ready to see and to be seen. He was not only an 
old, but a ripe and mellow man. 

There was no subject on which one could touch 
whidh was not familiar to the Autocrat at the Break- 
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fast Table. His thoughts and his words were ready, 
and one felt that it was not for the first time that 
the subject had been carefully thought out and 
talked out by him. That he should have been able 
to stand all the fatigue of his journey and the 
constant claims on his ready wit seemed to me 
marvellous. 1 had the pleasure of showing him 
the old buildings of Oxford. He seemed to know 
them all, and had something to ask and to say 
about every one. 

When we came to Magdalen College, he wanted 
to see and to measure the elms. He was very 
proud of some elms in America, and he had actually 
brought some string with which he had measured 
the largest tree he knew in his own country. He 
proceeded to measure one of our finest elms in 
Magdalen College, and when he found that it was 
larger than his American giant, he stood before it 
admiring it, without a single word of envy or dis-, 
appointment. 

I had, however, a great fright while he was staying 
at our house. He had evidently done too much, 
and after our first dinner party he had feverish 
shivering fits, and the doctor whom I sent for 
declared at once that he must keep perfectly cjuiet 
in bed, and attend no more parties of any kind. 
This was a great disappointment to myself and to 
many of my friends. But at his time of life the^ 
doctor’s warning could not be disregarded, arid 1 
had, at all events, the .satisfaction of sending him off 
to Cambridge safe and sourid. I had him sev-eral 
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days quite to myself, and there were few subjects 
which we did not discuss. We mostly agreed, ^ut 
«ven where we did not, it was a real pleasijfie' to 
differ from him. We discussed the greatest and 
the smallest questions, and on every one he had 
some wise and telling remarks to pour out. I re- 
member one long conversation while we were sitting 
in an old wainscoted room at All Souls’, ornamented 
with the arms of former fellows. It had been at 
first the library of the college, then one of the 
fellows’ rooms, and lastly a lecture-room. We were 
deep in the old question of the true relation between 
the Divine and the Human in man, and here again, 
as on all other questions, everything seemed to be 
clear and evident to his mind. Perhaps I ought 
not to repeat what he said to me when we parted : 
•“ 1 have had much talk with people in England ; 
with you I have had a real conversation”. We 
■understood each other, and wondered how it was that 
men so often misunderstood one another. I told 
him that it was the badness of our language, he 
thought it was the badness of our tempers. Perhaps 
we were both right. With him again good-bye was 
good-bye for life, and at such moments one wonders 
indeed how kindred souls became separated,, gnd 
one feels startled and repelled at the thought that, 
such as they> were on earth, they can never meet 
again. And yet there is continuity in the world, 
there is no flaw, no break anywhere, and what has 
been will surely be again, though how it will be we 
cannot know, and if only we trust in the' Wisdom 
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that pervades and overshadows the whole Universe, 
wd need not know. 

Were I to write down my more or less casual 
meetings with men of literary eminence, I should 
have much more to say, much that was of deep 
interest and value to myself, but would hardly be 
of interest to others. I felt greatly flattered, for 
instance, when years ago Macaulay invited me to 
see him at the Albany, and to discuss with him the 
new regulations for the Indian Civil Service. This 
must have been in about 1854. I was quite a young* 
and unknown man at the time, but I had already 
made his acquaintance at Bunsen's house, where he 
had been asked to meet Herr von Radowitz, for a 
short time Prime Minister in Prussia, and the most 
famous talker in Germany. It was indeed a tourna- 
ment to watch, but as it was in English, which 
Radowitz spoke well, yet not well enough for such 
a contest, Macaulay carried the day, though Rado- 
witz excelled in repartee, in anecdotes, and in a certain 
elegance more telling in French than in Puiglish. 

I went to call on Macaulay in London, well pro- 
vided as I thought with facts and arguments in 
support of the necessity of Oriental studies, which I 
knew he had always discouraged, in the preparation 
and examination of candidates for the Indian Civil 
Service. He began by telling me that he knew 
nothing of Indian languages and literature, and that 
he wanted to know all I had to say on the real ad- 
vantages to be derived by young civilians from a 
study of Sanskrit. I had already published several 

11 
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letters in The Times on the subject, and had carried 
on a long controversy with Sir Charles Trevelyan, 
afterwards published in a pamphlet, entitled “ Cor- 
respondence relating to the Establishment of an 
Oriental College in London 

Macaulay, after sitting down, asked me a number 
of questions, but before I had time to answer any 
one of them, he began to relate his own experiences 
in India, dilating on the difference between a scholar 
and a man of business, giving a full account of his 
controversy, while in India, with men like Professor 
Wilson and others, who maintained that English 
would never become the language of India, ex- 
pressing his own strong conviction to the contrary, 
and relating a number of anecdotes, showing that 
the natives learnt English far more easily than the 
English could ever learn Hindustani or Sanskrit. 
Then he branched off into some disparaging remarks 
about Sanskrit literature, particularly about their 
legal literature, entering minutely into the question 
of what authority could be assigned to the Laws of 
Manu, and of what possible use they could be in 
determining lawsuits between natives, ending up 
with the usual diatribes about the untruthfulness of 
the natives of India, and their untrustworthiness as 
witnesses in a court of law. 

This went on for nealy an hour and was very 
pleasant to listen to, but most disappointing to a 
young man who had come well primed with facts 
to meet all these arguments, and who tried in vain 
to find a chance to put in a single word. At the 
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end of this so-called conversation Macaulay thanked 
me for the useful information I had given him, and 
I went back to Oxford a sadder and I hope a wiser 
man. What I had chiefly wished to impress on 
him was that Haileybury should not be suppressed, 
but should be improved, should not be ended, but 
mended. But it was easier and more popular to 
suppress it, and suppressed it was, so that in Eng- 
land, which has the largest Oriental Empire in the 
world, there is now not a single school or seminary 
for the teaching of Oriental languages, whereas 
Erance, Italy, Prussia, Austria and Russia have all 
found it expedient to have such establishments and 
to support them by liberal grants. Everybody now 
begins to see that these governments are reaping 
their rewards, but in England the old argument 
remains the same : “ We can always find interpreters 
if we pay them well, and if we only speak loud 
enough the natives never fail to understand what 
we mean ”. 

This is no doubt much the same as what Mr. 
Layard meant when he explained to me how he 
managed to keep his diggers in order : “ I speak 
English to them ; if they do not understand 1 shout 
at them,” he said ; “ if they won’t obey, 1 knock 
them down ; and if they show fight, I shoot them 
down ”. No doubt this was an exaggeration, but 
it certainly does not prove the uselessness of a 
thorough knowledge of Oriental languages for those 
who are sent to the East to govern millions, and 
not to shout at them, or to knock them down*. 
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Another true friend of mine was Arthur Helps, 
the author of “ Friends in Council,” and for a long 
time clerk to the Privy Council. He often paid 
us a visit on his way to or from Blenheim, where he 
used to stay with the then Duke of M arlborough. He 
had a very high opinion of the Duke’s ability as Presi- 
dent of the Council, and considered his personal 
influence most important. “ At the time of a change 
of Ministry, you should see the members of the 
Cabinet,” he said. “ People imagine they are miser- 
able and disheartened. Phe fact is they arc like a 
pack of schoolboys going home for their holidays, 
and scrambling out of the Council Chamber as fest 
as ever they can.” 

Once when he came to stay with us on his return 
from Blenheim, he told me how the Duke had left 
the day before for London, and that on that very 
day the emu had laid an egg. The Duke had taken 
the greatest interest in his emus and had long 
looked forward to this event. A telegram was sent 
to the Duke, which, when shown to Mr. Helps, ran 
as follows ; “The emu has laid an egg, and, in the 
absence of your Grace, we have taken the largest 
goose we could find to hatch it ”. 

H elps was a most sensible and thoroughly honest 
man ; yet the last years of his life were dreadfully 
embittered by. some ill-advised speculations of his 
which brought severe losses not only on himself, but, 
what he felt far more keenly, on several of his friends 
whom he had induced to share in his undertaking. 

i missed the pleasure of knowing Lord Lytton. 
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But this illustrious writer, Lord Lytton, or in earlier 
days, Sir Lytton Bulwer Lytton, whose “ Last 
Days of Pompeii ” had been the delight of my youth, 
paid me a great and quite undeserved compliment by 
dedicating to me one of his last, if not his very last 
work, “The Coming Race,” 1871. The book was 
published anonymously, and as it was dedicated to 
me, 1 tried very hard to discover the author of it, 
but in vain. It was only after his death that Lord 
Lytton’s authorship became known. The book itself 
could hardly be called a novel, nor was there any- 
thing very striking or sensational in it. Yet, to the 
honour of the Knglish public be it .said, it was dis- 
covered at once that it could not be the work of 
an ordinary writer. It went through edition after 
edition, and, to the great delight of the anonymous 
author, was received with univer.sal applause. Vi'il 
was the name given by the author to the fluid 
which in the hands of a Vrilya was raised into the 
mightiest agency over all forms of matter, animate 
or inanimate. It destroyed like the flash of light- 
ning, yet, differently applied, it replenished or in- 
vigorated life. With it a way could be rent through 
the most solid suLstances, and from it a light was 
extracted, steadier, softer, and healthier than from 
all other inflammable materials. The fire lodged 
in the hollow of a reed, and directed by the hand 
of a child, could shatter the strongest fortress, or 
cleave its burning way from the van to the rear of 
an embattled host. All this reads almost like a 
prophecy of the electric fluid in its applicatiofi to 
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engines of war and engines of peace, but its name 
now survives chiefly in the powerful and invigor- 
ating fluid extracted from beef, and advertised on 
every wall as lio-vinl — unless I am quite mistaken 
in my etymology. 

There are many more of the most eminent men 
in luigland from whom I have received kindness, 
and with whom, even as a young man, I had some 
interesting intercourse. But I become more and 
more doubtful whether I can trust my memory, and 
whether, in writing down my recollections, I am 
doing my friends full justice. When I gave my 
first lectures at the Royal Institution (in i86i), I 
came into frequent contact with Faraday. He was 
then what I thought an old man, and though it was 
quite beyond my power to estimate his greatness, 
he was one of those men who at once gave one the 
impression that they are really great. There was 
dignity and composure in his conversation, and 
at the same time a kindly welcome in his dark 
bright eyes which made one feel at home with him 
from the very first meeting. Though the subject I 
had to lecture on was quite new to him, he took the 
liveliest interest in my lectures. I told him how 
disappointed his assistant had been — I believe his 
name was Anderson or Robertson — when he offered 
me his services for my lectures, and I had to tell 
him that I wanted nothing, no gas, no light, no 
magnets, that there would be no experiments, not 
even diagrams to pull up and down. O yes,” 
said* Faraday, “ I know how he tells his friends that 
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he does all the hard work at my lectures, all the 
experiments, but that he lets me do the talking.” 
He seemed much amused when I told him that I 
had had just the same experience, and that one of 
my compositors was fully convinced that he was 
really responsible for my books, and told his fellow- 
compositors that I could not have brought out a 
single book without him. 

Faraday sat patiently through most, if not all of 
my lectures, and it was a pleasure to look at his face 
beaming with intelligence. When I lectured for 
the first time on the Science of Language, I had in 
the beginning to clear the ground of many preju- 
dices, and amongst the rest, to dispose of what was 
then almost an article of faith — namely, that all the 
languages of the world were derived from Hebrew. 
I gave a whole lecture to this question, and when 
it was over, an imposing old lady came up to shake 
hands with me and to thank me for the beautiful 
lecture I had delivered. “ How delightful it is to 
know,” she continued, “ that Adam and Eve spoke 
Hebrew in Paradise, and that all the other lan- 
guages of the world, English not excepted, have 
come out of Hebrew and out of Paradise.” 1 really 
felt very much humiliated, and when E'araday came 
up I told him what had happened. “ Oh, you must 
not be discouraged,” he said, “ I hardly ever lecture 
on chemistry without an old dowager coming up to 
me with an incredulous smile and .saying : •* Now, 
Mr. Faraday, you don’t really mean to say that the 
water I drink is nothing but what you call oxygen 
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and hydrogen?’ Go on,” he said, “something 
will always stick.” 

I certainly had splendid audiences ; all the best 
men of the town were there. But brilliant as my 
audiences were — they included A.P. Stanley, Fredk. 
Maurice, Dean Milman, Bishop Thirlwall, Mill, Lady 
Stanley, even royalty honoured me several times — 
the old habituh of the Royal Institution were not 
easy to please. The front row was generally oc- 
cupied by old men with hearing-trumpets, old In- 
dians, old generals, old clergymen, etc. A num- 
ber of ladies came in with their newspaper and 
unfolded it before the lecture began, and seemed 
to read it with their eyes while their ears were 
suijposed to follow my arguments. One’s self- 
conceit is sometimes very much tried. After one 
of my lectures 1 saw one of the old Fast Indians 
led out by his son or nephew, who shouted in a 
loud voice into his father’s ear, “ That was a splendid 
lecture, was it not?” “Yes,” said the old man in 
a still louder voice, “ very interesting— very ; didn’t 
understand a single word of it.” Such is reputation. 
On another occasion the same deaf and loud-voiced 
gentleman was heard to tell his neighbour who I 
was and what I had done. “Yes,” he shouted, “ I 
know him ; he is a clever young man. And we 
have appointed him to do some work for us, to 
publish the old Bible of India. We have also made 
him our examiner for the Civil Service of India. • 
A clever young man, I assure you.” 

That is how I rose in the estimation of the 
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London world, and how Albemarle Street became 
crowded with fashionable carriages, and people 
could hardly find places in order to hear all about 
Aryan roots and our Aryan ancestors, and our 
conimon Aryan home somewhere in Asia. 

It was in the same Royal Institution that I first 
raised my voice against the thoughtless extravagances 
of the so-called Darwinian School, and this at a 
time when it required more courage to express a 
doubt on any Darwinian theories than to doubt the 
descent of all languages from Hebrew. As^ to 
Darwin himself, I had expressed my admiration of 
him in my very first course of lectures, and I had 
more particularly tried to show how the idea of 
evolution, or development, or growth, or whatever 
name we like to use instead of the name of history, 
had at all times been the guiding principle in the 
researches of the students of the ‘‘ wScience of 
Languages'’. Our object had always been to dis- 
cover how languages came to be what they are, to 
study the origin and grovvth, or more truly the 
history of language. If we spoke of the develop- 
ment or evolution of language [Entivukehmg) it 
was simply in order to avoid the constant use of 
the same word. W e comparative philologists had, 
in fact, been talking evolution for more than forty 
years, as M. Jourdain had been talking prose all his 
life, without being aware of it {sans que jen susse 
But we never went into raptures about that 
blessed word evolution,” or about the passage from 
the homogeneous to the heterogeneous. 
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What I, from my own point of view, valued 
particularly in Oarwin’s philosophy was the tech- 
nical term of Natural Selection. Logically it was 
not quite correct, for, say what you like, selection 
presupposes a .selector. Without a .selector there is 
no selection, and unless we speak mythologically, we 
cannot speak of Nature as a selector. I should have 
preferred, therefore, Rational Hlimination, looking 
upon Reason, or the Good of Plato, as the power 
that works for good or for fitness in all that survives 
or is not crowded out. But with this restriction 
Natural Selection was the very term wc wanted to 
signify that process which is constantly going on in 
language — “ e.xcluding caprice as well as nece.ssity, 
including individual exertion as well as general co- 
operation. applicable neither to the unconscious 
building of bees nor to the conscious architecture of 
human l)eings, yet combining within itself both these 
operations, and raising them to a higher concep- 
tion”.* Natural selection was the very term we 
wanted for a true insight into the so-called growth 
of language, and it was Darwin who gave it us, even 
though for our own purposes we had to define it 
more strictly. 

1 gave Darwin full credit for having discovered 
and popularised this new “ category of thought,” 
but the constant hallelujahs that were raised over 
the discovery of Evolution showed surely an extra- 
ordinary ignorance of the history of philosophical 
thought in Europe. Darwin himself was the very 

* “ Lectures on the Science of Language,” vol. ii., p. 343. 
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last person to claim evolution as a discovery of his 
own ; but is there a single paper that has not called 
him the discoverer of Evolution? He knew too well 
how, particularly in his own special field of study, 
the controversy whether each so-called genus or 
species had required a separate act of creation, had 
been raging for centuries. He remembered the 
famous controversy in 1830 at the French Institute, 
between Cuvier and Gcoffray Saint- Hilaire, and 
Goethe’s equally famous remarks on the subject. 
It would seem as if Darwin himself had originally 
been under the spell of the old idea that every 
species, if not every individual, reejuired a special 
act of creation, and he describes, if 1 remember 
rightly, the shock it gave him when he saw for the 
first time that this idea had to be surrendered. It 
was evidently considered to be the orthodox view of 
creation, though I do not know why ; nay, it seems 
to be so still, if we remember how the present Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury was represented as unfit to 
wear a mitre because he believed in evolution ; that 
is, as I should say, in his senses. I myself, on the 
contrary, was given to understand at the time by 
my unorthodox friends that my want of belief in 
evolution was but a survival of my orthodox opinions. 

I was much puzzled before I could understand why 
I was looked at askance, till in one of the reviews I 
was told in so many words that if I did not believe 
iii evolution, I must believe in the theoiy of special 
creations, or in nothing at all. Even Tyndall, dear 
honest Tyndall, told me one day at the Rdyal 
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Institution that it was no use my kicking ^igainst the 
pricks, and I then had an opportunity of telling him 
my mind. “ When some substance is brought 
you,” I said, ‘‘don't you first of all analyse it to 
find out what it consists of, before you use it for any 
further experiments ? Well, that is really what a 
student of language does. When you bring him a 
word like evolution, the first thing he asks for is an 
analysis or definition. That may often seem very 
discourteous, but it cannot be otherwise in any 
decent laboratory of chemistry or thought. Now if 
evolution is meant for an action, you cannot have 
an action without an actor, whether his action is 
direct or indirect. Of course you will say that w^e 
all know that, that it is mere childish logic ; but, if 
so, we should not imagine that we can neglect this 
childish logic with impunity, that we can have a 
successful experiment without first wi[)ing our 
crucibles clean. If, on the contrary, evolution is to 
be taken in the sense of a process excluding an actor 
or evolver, this should be clearly stated, and in that 
case the more familiar word ‘ growth ’ would have 
been far preferable, because it would not have raised 
unfounded expectations. But even growth means 
very little unless it is authenticated by history ste]) 
by step. 

“If then you tell me that there is growth, not 
only from the sperm to men like you and me, not 
only from an egg to a caterpillar, from a caterpillar 
to a chrysalis, and from a chrysalis to a butterfly, 
but likewise from inorganic to organised matter, from 
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plants to animals, from reptiles to birds, from apes 
to men, I have not a word to say against it. I know 
you to be an honest man, and if you can assure me 
that there are historical facts, real, visible facts, to 
support this transition from one species to another, 
or even from one genus to another, I trust you. It 
would be simple arrogance were I to doubt your 
word, within your own special sphere of study. You 
have seen the transition or connecting links, you 
know that it is not only possible, but real, and there 
is an end of it. Only allow me to say that fro.m a 
philosophical point of view there is nothing new in 
this concept of growth, or, as you call it, evolution. 
You would never say that Lamarck had been the 
discoverer of growth in nature, neither has it any 
definite meaning to me when you say that Darwin 
was the discoverer of evolution. 1 can understand 
enough of Darwin’s ‘ Origin of .Species ’ to enable 
me to admire his power of observation and his true 
genius of combination. I can see how he has re- 
duced the number of unnecessary species, and of 
unnecessary acts of so-called special creation ; and 
that possibly he has traced back the whole of the 
animal and vegetable kingdoms to four beginnings, 
and in the end to one Creator. Darwin did not go 
beyond this, he required four beginnings and one 
Creator. It was left to his followers to carry out 
his principles, as they thought, by eliminating the 
Creator, and reducing the four beginnings to one. 
If you think that all this rests on well ascertained 
facts, I have nothing to say except to express my 
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surprise that some men of great learning and un- 
doubted honesty are not so positive as to these facts 
as you are. But with the exception of a Creator, 
that is, a subjective Author of the universe, all this 
is really outside my special province, and I could 
afford to be silent. Only when Darwin maintains 
the transition from some highly developed animal 
into a human being, I say. Stop! Here the student 
of language has a word to say, and I say that 
language is something that, even in its most rudi- 
mentary form, puts an impassable barrier between 
beast and man.” 

Soon after, when I had been asked to give a new 
course of lectures at the Royal Institution, I had 
selected this very point, the barrier which language 
forms between man and brute, for my subject, and 
as Darwin’s “ Descent of Man ” was then occupying 
the thoughts of philosophers, I promised to give a 
course of lectures on “ Darwin’s Philosophy of 
Language ”. Entertaining, as I did, a sincere admira- 
tion for Darwin, I felt that it would have been even 
discourteous to attempt to be courteous to such a 
man by passing over in silence what he had said on 
language. This kind of courtesy is most offensive 
to ti true man of science. Otherwise nothing would 
have been easier than to find antagonists for my 
purpose, beginning with Epicurus and ending with 
Mr. H. Wedgwood’s “Etymological Dictionary of the 
linglish Language ” (second edit., 1872). It so hap- 
pened that the author of that dictionary was a friend 
of Darwin's, and had easily persuaded him that 
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nterjections and imitations of natural sounds formed 
;he material elements of all human speech, and that, 
IS certain animals barked, and mocking birds and 
parrots imitated sounds which they heard, there 
seemed to be no reason whatever why animals in a 
few millions of years should not have invented a 
language of their own. This naturally fell in with 
Darwin’s own views and wishes, and though he 
always spoke with great reserve on the subject of 
language, yet he would have been more than human 
if he had surrendered his conviction of the descent 
of man from some kind of animal on account of this, 
as his friend had assured him, so easily removable 
barrier of language. Given a sufficient number of 
years, he thought, and why should not bow-wow and 
pooh-pooh have evolved into “1 bark” and “I 
despise ” ? The fact that no animal had ever evolved 
such words could not be denied, but it could be 
ignored, or explained away by evidence clearly 
showing that animals communicated with each other ; 
as if to communicate were the same as to speak. 
Pviy object in my lectures (published at the time in 
Longmans Magasme) was to show that no such 
transition from pooh-pooh to I despise is possible ; 
nay, that even the first step, the formation of roots, 
that is, of general concepts out of single sounds, 
that is, single percepts, is beyond the power of any 
animal, except the human animal. Even now it is 
only the human baby or puppy that can leani to 
imitate human language, and what is the mere learn- 
ing of a language, compared with the creation, of 
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language, which was the real task of those human 
animals that became men In all the arguments 
which I used in support of my theory — a theory no 
longer controverted, I believe, by any competent 
and independent scholar and thinker — I never used 
a single disrespectful word about Mr. Darwin. But 
for all that I was supposed to have blasphemed, 
again not by Mr. Darwin himself, but by those who 
called themselves his bulldogs. I was actually sus- 
pected of having written that notorious article in The 
Quarterly Revieiv which gave such just offence to Dar- 
win. Darwin himself was above all this, and I have 
his letter in which he writes, 5th January, 1875 : — 

* - I have just read the few first pages of your article in The Con- 
temporary Iievie7V, and I hope that you will permit me to say that 
neither [, nor ray son, ever suitposed that you were the author of 
the review in the Quarterly. You are al)out the last man in Eng- 
land to whom I should have attributed such a review. I know it 
was written by Mr. M., and the utterly false and base statements 
contained in it are worthy of the man. 

But what was better still, Mr. Darwin gave me 
an opportunity of discussing the facts and arguments 
which stood between him and me in a personal 
interview. .Sir John Lubbock took me to see the old 
philosopher at his place, Down, Beckenham, Kent, 
and there are few episodes in my life which I value 
more. I need not describe the simplicity of his 
house, and the grandeur of the man who had lived 
and worked in it for so many years. Darwin gave 
me a hearty welcome, showed me his garden and his 
flowers, and then took me into his study, and stand- 
ing leaning against his desk began to examine me. 
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He said at once that personally he was quite ig- 
norant of the science of language, and had taken his 
facts and opinions chiefly from his friend, Mr. Wedg- 
wood. I had been warned that Darwin could not 
carry on a serious discussion for more than about ten 
minutes or a quarter of an hour, as it always brought 
on his life-long complaint of sickness. I therefore 
put before him in the shortest way possible the 
difficulties which prevented me from accepting the 
theory of animals forming a language out of inter- 
jections and sounds of nature. I laid stress oa the 
fact that no animal, except the human animal, had 
ever made a step towards generalisation of percepts, 
and towards roots, the real elements of all languages, 
as signs of such generalised percepts, and I gave 
him a few illustrations of how our words for one to 
ten, for father, mother, sun and moon had really 
and historically been evolved. That man thus 
formed a real anomaly in the growth of the animal 
kingdom, as conceived by him, 1 fully admitted ; but 
it was impossible for me to ignore facts, and lan- 
guage in its true meaning has always been to my 
mind a fact that could not be wiped away by argu- 
ment, as little as the Himalayas could be wiped 
away with a silk handkerchief even in millions of 
years. He listened most attentively without making 
any objections, but before he shook hands and left 
me, he said in the kindest way, “You are a 
dangerous man”. I ventured to reply, “There can 
be no danger in our search for truth,” and he left 
the room. 


12 
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He was exactly the man I had imagined, massive 
in his forehead, kind in his smile, and hardly bent 
under the burden of his knowledge or the burden of 
his years. I must give one more of his letters, 
because my late friend Romanes, who saw it in my 
album, seems to have entirely misapprehended its 
meaning. He .saw in it a proof of Mr. Darwin’s 
extraordinary humility. I do not deny his humility, 
it was extraordinary, and, what is more, it was 
genuine. All great men know how little they know 
in compari.son with what they do not know. They 
are humble, they do not only wish to appear so. 
But I see in Darwin’s letter far more of humour than 
of humility. I see him chuckling while he wrote it, 
and though I value it as a treasure, I never looked 
upon it as, a trophy. 


My De.ar Sir, 


Down, BiiCKKNHAM, Kent, 
15/// Of/., 1875. 


I am greatly obliged to you for so kindly sending 
me your essay, which I am sure will interest me much. With 
respect to our differences, though some of your remarks have been 
rather stinging, they have all been made so gracefully, I declare 
that I am like the man in the story who boasted that he had been 
soundly horsewhipped by a Duke. 

Pray believe me, 

Yours very sincerely, 

Charlks Darwin. 
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I. 

Bv royal I do not mean kings and emperors only, 
or queens and empresses. I should have very 
little to tell of them. But royal, as is well 
known, has a wider meaning. The families of all 
reigning sovereigns, whether grand dukes, dukes, 
princes, landgraves, electors, etc., are royalty, nay 
even certain mediatised families, families that have 
ceased to be reigning, and which are very numerous 
on the continent, claim the same status, and may 
therefore intermarry with royal princes and prin- 
cesses. Princes and princesses may also marry 
persons who are not royalty, but in that case the 
marriage is morganatic — a perfectly good and legal 
form of marriage both from an ecclesiastical and 
civil [)oint of view, only that the children ot such 
marriages, though perfectly legitimate, cannot suc- 
ceed to the throne : in many cases no great loss to 
them. It has been my good fortune to see a good 
deal of royalty during the whole of my life. 1. say 
good fortune on purpose, for, with all the drawbacks 
inherent in Court life, royal persons enjoy some 
great advantages. Their position is assured and 
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well defined. It requires no kind of self-assertion, 
and wherever they appear, they have no equals, no 
rivals, and hardly any enviers. They know that 
their presence always gives pleasure, and that every 
kind word or look from them is highly appreciated. 
They seldom have any inducement to try to appear 
different from what they are, or to disguise what 
they think or feel. What is the use of being a 
bishop, Stanley used to say, except that you can 
speak your own mind ! The same applies to crowned 
heads, and if some of them, and it may be some 
bishops also, do not avail themselves of this privilege, 
it is surely their own fault. No doubt, if a bishop 
wants to become an archbishop, he has to think twice 
about what he may and what he may not say. But 
a king or a prince does not generally want to become 
anything else, and as they want nothing fromanybody, 
they are not likely to scheme, to Hatter, or to deceive. 
Whatever people may say of the atmosphere of 
courts and the insincerity of courtiers, the sovereign 
himself, if only left to himself, if only seen in his own 
private cabinet, is generally above the vitiated at- 
mosphere that pervades his palace, nor does he, as 
a rule, while spexiking with perfect freedom himself, 
dislike perfect freedom in others. 

Of course there are differences among royalty as 
well as among commonalty. Some sovereigns have 
become so accustomed to the daily supply of the 
very cheapest flattery, that the slightest divergence 
from the tone of their courtiers is apt to startle or to 
offend them. Still most human beings like fresh air. 
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And have we not known persons who display their 
mitres and shake their crosiers before our faces, far 
more than kings their crowns and their sceptres ? 
There is a whole class of people in ordinary life who 
have become something, and who seem always to be 
thanking God that they are not as other men are. 
They have ceased to be what they were, quite un- 
aware that even in becoming something, there ought 
always to be or to remain something that becomes 
or has become. They seem to have been created 
afresh when they were created peers, temporal or 
spiritual. 

But we must not be unfair to these new creations 
or creatures. I have known bishops, and arch- 
bishops too, in England, who, to their friends, always 
remained Thirlwalls or Thomsons, and in the second 
place only Bishops of St. David’s or Archbishops of 
York. My friend Arthur Stanley never became a 
dean. He was always Stanley; Dean of West- 
minster, if necessary. If he had been what he ought 
to have been. Archbishop of Canterbury, he would 
never have ceased to be A. P. Stanley, his chuckle 
would always have been just the same, and if his 
admirers had presented him with a mitre and crosier, 
he would probably have put the mitre on his head 
sideways, and said to his friends what another 
bishop is reported to have said on a similar oc- 
casion : “ Thank you, my friends, but a new hat 
and an alpaca umbrella would have been far more 
useful than a mitre and a crosier ”. With regard to 
royal personages, they have the great advantage 
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that they are to their business born. 1 hey have 
not become, they were born royal. I was mucli 
struck by the extraordinary power of observation ot 
a French friend of mine, who, when in r 855 the 
Quetai and the Empress Eugenie entered the; Grand 
Opera at i’aris together, and were received with 
immense applause, turned to his neighbour, an 
Itnglishman, and said : “ Look at the difference; 
between your Queen and our Empress”. I'hey 
had both bowed most graciously, and then sat down. 
“ Did you not observe,” he continued, “ how the; 
Empress loetked round to see if there was a chair 
for her before she .sat down. But your Queen, a 
born Queen, .sat down without looking. .She knew 
a chair must be there, as surely as she is Queen of 
England.” . 

There must be .something to hedge a king. 
While most people have to move in a crowd, and 
hold their own even in a mob — and it is difficult to 
move with ease when you are hustled and pushed - 
royal persons are never in a crowd, and have never 
to adopt a position of self-defence or self-assertion. 
Still there is a difference between royal persons also. 
Some of them with all their dignity manage to hide 
their crown in everyday life ; others seem always 
conscious that it is there, and that they must not 
condescend too low, lest it should tumble from their 
head. 

My first acquaintance with royalty was at Dessau, 
my native town. Much has been written to ridicule 
the small German princes and their small Courts. 
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And it cannot be denied that the etiquette kept up 
by the courtiers, and the nobility, iij some of the 
small capitals of Germany is ludicrous in the extreme. 
But there is in the sovereigns themselves an in- 
herited dignity, a sentiment o{ noblesse oblioe, which 
demands respect. The reigning Duke of Anhalt- 
Dessau was to us boys a being by himself, and no 
wonder, 'rhough the Duchy was so small that on 
one occasion a troublesome .|)olitical agitator, who 
had been expelled from the Duchy, threatened to 
throw stones and break the Duke’s windows as-soon 
as he had crossed the frontier, to us children Dessau 
was our world. When I was a child, the town of 
Dessau, the capital of the Duchy, contained not 
more than 10,000 or 12,000 inhabitants, but the 
Duke, Leopold Friedrich (1817-1871), was really 
the most independent sovereign in Europe. He 
was perfectly irre.sponsible, a constitution did not 
exist, and was never allowed to be mentioned. All 
appointments were made by the Duke, all salaries 
and pensions were paid from the Ducal chest, 
whatever existed in the whole Duchy belonged, or 
seemed to belong, to him. There was no appeal 
from him, at least not in practice, whatever it may 
have been in theory. If more money was wanted, 
the Dukes, I believe, had only to issue a new tax, 
and the money was forthcoming. And with all that 
one never, or hardly ever, heard of any act of in- 
justice. d'he Duke was rich, nearly the whole of 
the Duchy belonged to him, and he had large landed 
property elsewhere also. Taxation was low, "and 
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during years of war and distress, taxes were actually 
remitted by the Dukes. The only public opinion 
there was, was represented by the Duke’s own 
permanent civil service, and certainly in it tradition 
was so strong that even the Duke, independent as 
he was, would have hesitated before going against it. 

But the Duke himself was a splendid example of 
uprightness, fairness, and justice. He belonged to 
one of the oldest reigning families in Europe. I'he 
Hohenzollern, and even the Hohenstaufen, were but 
of yesterday compared with the glorious ancestors of 
the Ascanian princes. They did not actually claim 
descent from Ascanius, the son of .'\eneas, nor from 
.•\skenas, the grandson of Japhet, though .some 
crazy genealogists may have done so ; but there is 
no flaw in their pedigree from the present Duke to 
Albrecht the Bear, Markgrave of Brandenburg in 
1 1 34. Some people would probably say that he 
belonged to a lolemislic age. 'I'he Duke whom 1 
knew, and who died in 1871, was the eighteenth 
successor of this Albrecht the Bear, and though his 
possessions had been much reduced in the course of 
centuries, he knew what wiis due from him to his 
name, and to the blood of his ancestors. He never 
forgot it. He was a tali and very handsome man, 
very quiet, very .self-contained, particularly during 
the later part of his life, when his increasing deaf- 
ness made any free intercourse between him and his 
friends and officials extremely difficult. He worked 
as hard as any of his ministers, and no wonder, 
considering that everything, whether important or 
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not, had finally to be decided by him. As he had 
been much attached to my father, and as my grand- 
father was his president or prime minister, he took 
some interest in me when I was a boy at school in 
Dessau, and I can remember standing before him 
and looking up to him in his cabinet with fear and 
trembling, although nothing could be kinder than the 
hand.some tall man with his deep voice and his slowly 
uttered words ; he seemed to move in an atmosphere 
of his own, far removed from the life of his subjects. 
The ducal castle at Des.sau was a grand old building, 
a quadrangle open in front, with turrets that held 
the staircases leading up to the reception rooms. 
Some of his ancestors had been highly cultivated 
men, who had travelled in Italy, France, and Eng- 
land, and had collected treasures of art, which were 
afterwards stored up in the old Palace (Schloss) at 
Dessau, and in several beautiful parks in the neigh- 
bourhood that had been laid out a hundred years 
ago after the model of Ehiglish parks. The orange 
trees (Orangerie) in those parks and gardens were 
magnificent, and 1 do not remember having seen 
such an abundance of them anywhere else ; but they 
suddenly began to wither and die, and even re- 
planting them by their heads and letting the roots 
grow as new branches does not seem to have saved 
them. 

The Duke and his highly cultivated Duchess 
VFere the little gods of De.ssau. They seemed to 
live on their own Olympus. Everything depended 
on them ; everything, such as theatre, concerts', or 
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any public amusements, had to be provided out of 
their priviite purse. No wonder that the people 
looked up to them, and that whatev'cr they did was 
considerc'd right, whatever they said was repeated 
as gospel. 

Scholars are just now writing learned essays as 
to whethe.r the idea of the apotheosis of Augustus 
came to the Romans from (Greece or from b'gypt, 
or whether it may be a survival of fetishism. It 
may have had a much more homely origin, however. 
To the common people in the villages round Dessau, 

I feel sure that the Duke was little short of a god, 
provided always that they knew what was meant by 
a god. He might not have created the world, even 
Divns Aiigtistus was not credited with that tour dc 
force ; but there was nothing else, I believe, that 
the peasants would have thought Ijeyond the power 
of their Duke. To us children also, the Duke, the 
Duchess, and all the members of the Ducal family, 
were something quite different from the rest of the 
world, and some of these impressions of childhood 
often remain for life. When their carriage passed 
through the streets, everybody stood still, took off 
his hat, and remained bareheaded till they had 
passed. There was nothing servile in all this, as 
little as there is in a Frenchman signing himself 
I'otre tj'h-obeissant serviteur, for no one ever thought 
at that time that it could be otherwise. Nor am 1 
at all certain that this outward respect for a sovereign 
is a mistake, for in honouring their .sovereign, people 
after all but honour themselves. Whether he is 
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supposed to be a sovereign by the grace of God, or 
by hereditary right, or by the voice of the people, 
he represents the country and the peo])le ; he is 
their duke, their king, their emperor, and if they 
wish to see him honoured by others, they must not 
fail to honour him themselves. When I saw the 
other day a king passing through the streets of his 
own ca]:)iiak and no one touching his hat, I thought, 
What a low opinion these people must have of 
thcmiselves liven as boys at school we felt a 
l)ride in our Duke, and, though we knew scraps only 
of the glorious history of his ancestors, we knew 
how they had borne the brunt of the battle in all 
the greatest episodes of the history of Germany. 

Little is said of these numerous small principalities 
in the history of Germany, but without them German 
history would often be quite unintelligible, and Ger> 
many would never have had so intense a vitality, 
would never have become what it is now. No 
doubt there was also an element of danger in them, 
particularly during the first half of this century, 
when as members of the German Confederation 
they could band together and support either Austria 
or Prussia in their fatal rivalry. They were the 
horses, as Bismarck said, harnessed to the chariot 
of Germany, some before and some behind, and 
pulling in different directions, so that it was im- 
possible to advance. But that danger is past, 
thanks chiefly to Bismarck’s policy, and for the 
future the smaller jirincipalities that have escaped 
from his grasp will form the most useful centres of 
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intellectual life, nor are they likely now to be absorbed 
by Prussia, if well advised. There was a time during 
the Austro- Prussian war in 1866 when everybody 
e.xpected that Anhalt, being almost an enclave of 
Prussia, would share the fate of Hanover, Nassau, 
and the lilectorate of Hessia. The reigning Duke 
had the strongest sympathies for Austria. But he 
had a clever minister, who showed him that there 
were only two ways open to him under the circum- 
stances, either to abdicate of his own free will, and 
make as advantageous an arrangement with Prussia 
as possible, or to say yes to whatever demand was 
made from Berlin. He chose the latter alternative, 
and it is reported that it was of him that Bismarck 
said : “ I know what to do with my enemies, but 
what to do with my friends, I don’t ”. 

1 cannot resist the temptation of giving here a 
short sketch of the really glorious history of the 
duchy and the Dukes of Anhalt, such as it was 
known to us as boys. Nor should it be supposed 
that I exaggerate the importance of my native duchy. 
I doubt, indeed, whether there is any reigning house 
now that can produce such a sj)lendid record as 
Anhalt. If it has remained small and lost much of 
its former political intluence, that is due chieily 
to a law of inheritance which prevailed in the ducal 
family. Instead of making the eldest .son the ruler 
of the whole duchy, it was the custom to divide the 
land among all the princes. Thus instead of one 
Duchy of Anhalt there were four duchies, Anhalt- 
Dessau, Anhalt-Cbthen, Anhalt-Zerbst, and Anhalt- 
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Bernburg, some of them again subdivided. From 
time to time the duchies were reunited, and so they 
are at present, the last of the collateral branches 
having died out in 1863, when they were united 
once more into one duchy. 

If we go slowly back into the past, and that seems 
to me the real task of the historian, we shall find 
that there is no critical epoch in the history of 
Germany, and of the history of the world, where 
we do not meet with some of the princes of the 
small Duchy of Anhalt, standing in the very front 
of the fight. I only wonder that no one has yet 
attempted to write a popular history of the four 
principalities of Anhalt, in order to show the share 
which they took in the historical development of 
Germany. I have tried to refresh my memory 
by reading a carefully written manual, “Anhalt’s 
Geschichte in Wort und Bild,” by Dr. Hermann 
Lorenz, 1893, but instead of quoting his opinion, 
or the opinions of any historians, as to the personal 
merits and the historical achievements of the princes 
of Anhalt, whether as warriors or as rulers, I shall 
try to quote, wherever it is possible, the judgments 
pronounced on them by some of their own con- 
temporaries, whose names will carry greater weight. 

The beginning of the nineteenth century was domi- 
nated by Napoleon’s invasion and almost annihilation 
of Ciermany. Dessau was then ruled by Prince 
Leopold Friedrich P'ranz (1740-1806). He had 
done an immense amount to raise both the material 
and the intellectual status of his people, and had 
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well earned the name he is still known by, of 
“Father Franz”. Many of the princes of that 
time were far in advance of the people, and they 
met, as he did, with considerable difficulty in over- 
coming the resistance of those whom they wished to 
benefit by their reforms. The young prince of Dessau 
had travelled in Holland, England, and Italy. He 
avoided F" ranee, which he said was dangerous to 
young princes, and yet he was enlightened enough 
to erect a monument to Rousseau in his beautiful 
park at Wbrlltz. He loved England. “ In Thig- 
land,” he used to say, “one becomes a man.” Nor 
did he travel for pleasure only. While in I'nigland, 
he studied agriculture, architecture, gardening, brew- 
ing, and various other manufactures, in order to 
introduce as many improvements as possible among 
his own people. In Italy he studied art, both 
ancient and modern, under Winckelmann, and this 
great antiquarian was so delightcal with the young- 
prince and his companion that he spoke of their 
visit as the appe;irance of two young (jrcek gods. 
At that time it was still po.ssible to buy old classical 
statues and old Italian pictures, and the young prince 
gladly availed himselt of his f)pportunities as far as 
his financial resources would allow, and brought 
home to Dessau many valuable specimens of ancient 
and modern art. These he arranged in his various 
palaces and museums, all open to the people, and in 
the bc-autiful parks and gardens which he had created 
after English models in the neighbourhood of his 
capital. Aftt'i' a hur\dred years some of these parks. 
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particularly that of Worlitz, can vie with some of 
the finest parks in England. Like the neighbouring 
duchy of Weimar, Dessau soon attracted visitors 
from all parts of Germany. Goethe himself and 
his enlightened patron, the Duke Karl August, 
were often the guests of the Duke of Dessau, and 
(joethe has in several places spoken in rapturous 
terms of the beauties of Worlitz, and the charm of 
the Duke’s society. Wieland, Lavater, Matthison, 
and other celebrities often [lassed happy days at 
Dessau as guests of the Duke. 

But after Duke Franz had spent all his life in 
embellishing his land and inspiring his subjects with 
higher and nobler ideals, the Napoleonic thunder- 
cloud, which had long threatened Germany, burst 
over his head, and threatened to destroy everything 
that he had planted. After the battle of Jena in 
1806 Prussia and the whole of (jermany were at 
the mercy of the great French conqueror, and 
Napoleon, with his army of 100,000 men, who had 
to be lodged and fed in ev'ery town of (icrmany 
through which they passed, appeared at Dessau on 
2 1st October, 1806. The old Prince had to receive; 
him bareheaded at the toot ol the staircase; e)( his 
castle. My mother, then a child ot six, remembered 
seeing her e)wn granel and beautiful prince standing 
erect befe^re; thee small and pale Corsican. I he 
Prince, however, in his meeting with the; Em\)ere)r, 
was not afraid to wear the; Prussian eireler of the; 
Black Eatfle on his breast, and when he was asked 
by Napoleon whether he too had sent a contingent 
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to the Prussian army, he said, “No, sir”. “Why 
not ? ” asked the Emperor. “ Because I have not 
been asked, ” was the answer. “ But if you had been 
asked ? ” continued the P.mperor. “ Then I should 
certainly have sent my soldiers,” the Prince replied ; 
and he added : “ Your Majesty knows the right of 
the stronger This was a not very prudent remark 
to make, but the Phnperor seems to have liked the 
outspoken old man. He invited him to inspect with 
him the l)ridge over the Kibe which had been burnt 
l)y the Prussians to cover their retreat. He de- 
manded that it should be rebuilt at once, and on 
that condition he promised to grant neutrality to the 
duchy. Nay, before leaving De.ssau in the morning 
he went so far as to ask his host whether he could 
do anything for him. “ P'or myself,” the Prince 
replied, “ I want nothing. I only ask for mercy 
for my people, for they are all to me like my 
children.” 

The next critical period in the history of Ciermany 
is that of P'rederick the Great, marked by the Seven 
Years’ War (1756-1763) and th(; establishment of 
Prussia as one of the great Powers of Europe. 

Here again we find a prince of Anhalt as one of 
the principal actors. The instrument with which 
Frederick the Great won his victories was his well- 
drilled army, and the drill-master of that army had 
been Leopold, F" first zu Anhalt, the P'ield-Marshal 
of lYederick’s father. At the head of his grenadiers 
and by the side of Prince Piugene, Prince Leopold 
of Dessau had won, or helped to win, the great 
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battles of Hochstadt, Blindheim (corrupted to Blen- 
heim), Turin, and Malplaquet in the War of the 
Spanish Succession, and had thus helped in estab- 
lishing against the overweening ambition of Louis 
XIV. what was then called the political equilibrium 
of Europe. The Prussian b'ield- Marshal was known 
at the time all over Germany as the “ Alte 
Dessauer,” and through Carlyle’s “ Life of Frederick 
the Great ” his memory has lately been revived in 
PLngland also. Having completely reorganised the 
Prussian army and having led it ever so many tithes 
to brilliant victories, he was for Prussia in his time 
what Bismarck was in our own. But after the death 
of Frederick I. and Frederick William II., Frederick 
II., or the Great, disliked the old general’s tutelage 
and dismis-sed him : much as Bismarck has been 
dismissed in our own time. The young King wrote 
to the old Field-Marshal quite openly : “ I shall not 
be such a fool as to neglect my most experienced 
officers, but this campaign (in Silesia) I reserve for 
myself lest the world should think that the Prussian 
King cannot go to war without his tutor”. His old 
tutor was very angry, but he did not rebel, and in a 
State like Prussia, Frederick the Great was probably 
as right as the present Emperor in saying “ Let one 
be King However, after Frederick had once 
established his own position as a general, he recalled 
his old tutor, and in the second Silesian War it was 
the brave warrior who stormed the heights of 
Kesselsdorf at the head of his old grenadiers, and 
won one of the most difficult and most decisive 

13 
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victories for his King. The King after the battle 
took off his hat before his tutor and embraced him 
in the sight of the whole army. The inscription 
placed on the Field-Marshal’s monument at Berlin, 
probably composed by the King himself, is simple 
and true : “ He led the Prussian auxiliary forces 
victoriously to the Rhine, the Danube, and the Po ; 
he took Stralsund and the island of Riigen. The 
battle of Kesselsdorf crowned his military career. 
The Prussian army owes him its strict discipline 
and the improvement of its infantry.” The suc- 
cessors of Frederick the Great have never forgotten 
what they owe to the “ Alte Dessauer,” and 1 doubt 
not they may be counted on in the future also as 
the stoutest friends and supporters of the illustrious 
house of Albrecht the Bear, the first Markgrave of 
Brandenburg. 

If stronger testimony to the military genius of the 
Old Dessauer were wanted from the mouth of his 
own contemporaries, it might easily be quoted from 
the despatches of Prince Eugene. That great general 
freely admits that the Prince’s troops surpassed his 
own in courage and discipline ; nay, he adds, “ the 
Prince of Dessau has done wonders in the battle of 
Turin”. The limperor of Austria endorsed this 
judgment, and added, “ that he had earned im- 
mortal glory,” and he conferred on him the title of 
Serene Highness. 

So much for the eighteenth century. If now we 
look back to the seventeenth, the century of the 
T'hirty Years’ War, we find Anhalt the constant 



RECOLLECTIONS OF ROYALTIES. IgS 

trysting-ground of the two parties, the Catholic and 
the Protestant Powers, and we see the princes of 
Anhalt again and again at the head of the Northern 
or Protestant armies. The Elbe often divided the 
two, and the bridge over the river near Dessau was 
contested then as it was during the Napoleonic 
wars. Well do I remember, when as a boy I went 
to the Schanzenhaus, a coffee-house on the way to 
the new bridge over the Elbe, how it was explained 
to me that these Schanzen or fortifications were 
what was left of the works erected by Wallenstein : 
just as I learnt at a later time that my own house at 
Oxford called Paries End, was so called not because 
it stood as it does now at the end of the Park, but 
because what is now called the Park was originally 
the Parks, i.e., the parks of artillery erected by 
Cromwell’s army agciinst the walls ol Oxford. The 
right name of my house should therefore have been 
not Park’s f{nd, but Parks’ End. A more mercile.ss 
war than the Thirty Years’ War was seldom waged; 
villages and whole towns vanished from the ground, 
and many tracts of cultivated land, particularly along 
the Elbe, were changed into deserts. Yet during 
all that time the Anhalt princes never wavered. 
When the Elector of the Palatinate, Frederick M., 
had been proclaimed King in Bohemia in 1619, his 
commander-in-chief was Prince Christian of Anhalt. 
When after years of slaughter Gustavus Adolphus 
came to the assistance of the Protestant Powers in 
Germany and won the decisive battle of Lutzen, one 
of Prince Christian’s sons. Prince E>nest, fought at 
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his side and died of his wounds soon after the battle. 
The memory of Gustavus Adolphus has been kept 
alive in Dessau to the present day. He has become 
the hero of popular romance, and as a schoolboy I 
heard .several stories told by the common people 
of his adventures during the war. There stands a 
large red brick house which I often pas.sed on my 
way from Dessau to Worlitz, and which is simply 
called Gustavus Adolphus. The story goes that the 
Swedish king was in hiding there under a bridge 
while the enemy’s cavalry passed over it. 

One more century back brings us to the time of 
the Reformation, and once more among the most 
prominent champions of the Protestant cause we see 
the princes of Anhalt. The very cradle of the 
Reformation, Wittenberg, was not far from Dessau, 
and the reigning family of Anhalt was closely con- 
nected by marriage with the Saxon |)rinces of the 
house of Wettin, the chief protectors of the reform- 
ing movement in Germany. Prince Wolfgang of 
Anhalt was present at the Diet of Worms, in 1521, 
and again in 1529, at the Diet of Speier. He openly 
declared in favour of ecclesiastical reform, and he 
extended his patronage to Luther when he came to 
preach at Zerbst. This was at that time a most 
dangerous step to take, but the young prince was 
not to be frightened by Pope or Emperor, and at 
the Diet of Augsburg he was again one of the first 
princes to sign the Augsburg Confession. During 
the momentous years that followed, the Anhalt 
pHnees were willing, as they declared, to risk life 
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and wealth, land and throne, for the Gospel. Nor 
was this a mere phrase, for Prince Wolfgang, when 
he found himself surrounded at Bernburg by the 
Imperial army, chiefly Spanish, had in good earnest 
to fly for his life and remain in hiding for some 
time. When he was able to return to his duchy, he 
devoted his remaining years to repairing, as much 
as possible, the ravages of the war, and he then 
retired into private life of his own free will, leaving 
the government to his three cousins, and ending his 
days as a simple citizen in the small town of Zerbst, 
Let me quote once more the judgment passed on 
him by the most eminent of his own contemporaries. 
Luther and Philip Melanchthon have spoken in no 
uncertain tone of the merits of the Anhalt princes 
during the most critical period of the Reformation. 
Of Prince Wolfgang Melanchthon said : '' No one 
will come again, equal to him in authority among 
princes, in love towards churches and schools, in 
zeal to maintain peace and concord, and in readiness 
to give up his life for his faith Of Prince George, 
called the Gottselige, Luther is reported to have 
declared : “ He is more pious than I am, and if he 
does not get into heaven, I too shall certainly have 
to remain outside’’. Nay, even his antagonist, the 
Plmperor Charles V., confessed that he knew no 
other person in the whole of liis empire who could 
be compared in piety or ability to Prince George of 
Anhalt. Who knows of him now outside the limits 
of the Duchy of Dessau but it is all the more the 
duty of his descendants to keep his memory fresh 
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as one of that small band of men who have done 
their duty. 

So much for the princes of the house of Anhalt 
during the period of the Reformation. No other 
reigning family could produce a brighter escutcheon 
during the troubles of the sixteenth century, and we 
.saw how that escutcheon was preserved bright and 
brilliant during the centuries that followed, the 
seventeenth, eighteenth, and nineteenth. If the 
title of Grand Duke docs not depend on the number 
of square miles, surely no family has deserved that 
title so well as the ducal family of Anhalt. 

Beyond the sixteenth century, the history of Ger- 
many tells us little of the private character of the 
Anhalt princes, but we may look forward to new 
information which the Ducal Archives will yield if 
examined, as they have been of late by competent 
historians. Much useful work has been done during 
the last twenty-two years by a historical society estab- 
lished at Dessau. A Codex Anhaltinus has been 
published and much light has been thrown on tran- 
sactions in which some princes of Anhalt had taken 
a prominent part. If during the time of the Cru.sades 
the names of the Ascanians are but seldom mentioned, 
there was a good reason for it. Bernhard of Clairvaux 
himself, wise man as he was with all his fanaticism, had 
persuaded them to turn their arms against the heathen 
on the eastern borders of Germany, rather than 
against the heathen who had conquered the Holy 
Land. Slavonic tribes, particularly the Wends and 
Sorbs, who were still heathen, were constantly 



RECOLLECTIONS OF ROYALTIES. 1 99 

threatening the eastern parts of the German Empire^ 
the very ramparts of civilisation and Christianity, and 
it was felt to be absolutely necessary to drive them 
back, or to induce them to adopt a civilised and 
Christian mode of life. In 1 134 Albrecht, commonly 
called Albrecht the Bear, had been invested by the 
Emperor Lothar with the Northern Mark, or the Mark 
Brandenburg, as his fief, in order to defend it as best he 
could against these Slavonic inroads. This Albrecht 
the Bear is the ancestor of the reigning Dukes of 
Anhalt, the present duke being his nineteenth suc- 
cessor. It was the same Mark Brandenburg which 
was afterwards to become the cradle of Prussia and 
indirectly of the German Empire. iMbrecht’s influ- 
ence was so great at the time that, after the death 
of the Emperor Lothar, he succeeded in carrying 
the election of the Phiiperor Konrad III., the 
I lohenstaufen, against the VVelfic party, who 
wished to raise the Duke of Bavaria, Henry the 
Proud, to the Imperial throne of Germany. The 
PLmperor rewarded Albrecht’s services by taking 
the Duchy of Saxony away from the Welfic Duke 
of Bavaria, and bestowing it on him. This led to a 
bloody war between the two claimants, and ended in 
the defeat of Albrecht. But though deprived again 
of his Saxon fief, Albrecht proved so successful in his 
own mark against the Sorbs and Wends that he 
received the title of Markgrave of Brandenburg, 
^ind as such became one oi the Electors of the 
German Empire. All those fierce fights against 
the Slavonic races on the western frontier of Oer- 
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many are now well-nigh forgotten, and only the 
names of towns and rivers remain to remind us how 
much of what is now German soil, between the Elbe 
and Oder, had for a long time been occupied by 
Slavonic tribes, uncivilised and pagan. Albrecht 
had really inherited this task of subduing and expel- 
ling these enemies from German soil from his father, 
Count Otto, who was the grandson of Count Esiko 
of Ballenstadt (1050). All these princes and their 
knights had to spend their lives in settling and de- 
fending the frontiers or marks of Germany, or of 
what had been German soil before the southward 
migrations of the German tribes began. They held 
their fiefs from the German Emperors, but were 
left free to do whatever they deemed necessary in 
the defence of their strongholds (burgs) and settle- 
ments. The first of the vSaxon Emperors, Henry I. 
(919-936), was called the Bicrgenbauer, because he 
encouraged all over Germany the building of strong- 
holds which afterwards grew into villages and towns, 
and thus led gradually to a more civilised life in 
the German Empire. Wherever it was possible 
churches were built, bishoprics were founded, 
monasteries and schools established and supported 
by liberal grants of land. A great share in this 
E 2 astern conquest fell to the Counts of Anhalt, and 
their achievements were richly rewarded by the 
great Saxon Emperors, Henry I. and Otto the 
Great. There can be no doubt theit these bloody 
crusades of the German Markgraves against their 
pagan enemies in the East of Europe, though less 
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fiimous, left more lasting and more substantial bene- 
fits to Germany than all the crusades against the 
Saracens. 

I shall carry my historical retrospect no farther, 
but it may easily be imagined how this long and 
glorious history of the princes of the house of An- 
halt made a deep impression on the minds of the 
young generation, and how ev^en as boys we felt 
proud of our Duke. 'Fhough the belief in heredity 
was not then so strong as it is now — and I must 
confess that even now my own belief in acquired 
excellencies being inherited is very small — yet 
standing before our Ascanian"^ Duke, the descendant 

* Ascania seems to have been the Latin rendering of Asgaria, 
which appears on the map as Ascharien, and is now called 
Aschersleben. It must have been very tempting for a mediaeval 
Latin scholar to see in Asgaria or Ascharia a trace of Ascanius, 
the son of Aeneas. Old local names, however, are difficult to 
explain, particularly if they occur on German soil that was formerly 
occupied by Slavonic tribes, because the Germans often mispro- 
nounced and then misinterpreted Slavonic names. It is easy to 
guess, but often difficult to prove their original form and meaning, 
if, as seems l)ut fair, wc admit a (ierman origin for Asgaria or 
Ascharien, it is most natural to see in it a modification of the 
well-known word As-gard, i.e., the home of the gods. As (or 
ass), plus-aesir, was a name of the gods in Old Norse ; in Gothic 
it would have been, as Grimm has shown (“ Deutsche Mythol.,” p. 
22), Anses, and this is found in several proper names such as 
Ansgar, AS. Oscar, god-spear. The Swedish aska, lightning, 
thunder, if it stands for as-ekja, meant originally the driving ot 
the god, of 'rhor, thunder being supposed to be due to the 

rattle of his chariot. Proper names such as Asbjdrn, A'smodr 
display the same element. Asgard is the abode of the gods, by 
the side of Mitgart, the abode of men, or the earth, and would 
have supplied a very natural name either for a sanctuary eft for 
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and representative of so many glorious ancestors, 
one felt something like the awe which one feels 
when looking at an oak that has weathered many a 
storm, and still sends forth every year its rich green 
foliage. It was a just pride that made even the 
schoolboys lift their caps before their stately Duke 

any place sacred to the gods. But though our way seems easy from 
Asgard to Asgaria, Ascania, Ascharien and even Aschersleben, and 
though in Esics also, the name of a Prince of Asgaria, we may 
recognise a derivation of As, meaning divine or beloved by the 
gods, Gottlieb, there is another word that may put in a claim on 
Askanius if that was not a more learned corruption of Asgaria. 
For Askr in German mythology ((irimm, /.r., j). 327) is the first 
man, and means ashtree, and from him the Iscaevones, mentioned 
by Tacitus, derived their name (Grimm, Lc,, }). 324). According 
to tradition the first King of the Saxons also was called Aschanes, 
and he is said to have sjirung from a rock in the midst of a wood 
(Grimm, Lc., '\)* 537). We must admit therefore the possibility 
that our Ascanius was a (icrman word Aschanes, and in that case 
had nothing to do with As, aesir, the ancient gods of the Scandi- 
navians. Flaving met with these various traces of the gods as the 
names of men and places in Anhalt, one feels tempted to see in 
the An of Anhalt too a remnant of the same name. Anhalt is 
explained as the place ane holt, without >vood, but as it seems to 
have stood in the very midst of a w’ood, or an der halde, near the 
precipice, this derivation is not very likely. Others take it in the 
modern sense of Anhalt, a firm hold or safe refuge. All this is 
possible, hut it is likewise possible to take An for Ans, so that Anhalt 
might have lieen the wood or grove of the gods. We must not lay 
too much stress on the loss of the s, particularly if by a popular 
etymology Anhalt had been made to convey the meaning of sup- 
port or stronghold. All these are and can only be guesses, and 
certainty could only be gained, if at all, from old historical docu- 
ments* giving the original forms of all these names and trust- 
worthy indications as to how they arose. The whole question is 
one for tlie historian rather than for the philologist, and I gladly 
leave it to them to solve the riddle if they can. 
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and his noble Duchess, and I must confess that 
something of that feeling has remained with me for 
life, and the title of Serene Highness, which has 
since been changed to Royal Highness (Hoheit), has 
always sounded to my ears not as an einj^ty title or 
as inferior to Royal Highness or even Majesty, but 
as the highest that could be bestowed on any sov- 
ereign, if he had deserved it by high ideals and by true 
serenity of mind in the storms and battles of life. 

As to myself, if as a boy I was not quite so much 
overawed by the inhabitants of the old stately jSalace 
at Dessau as my friends and schoolfellows, it was 
due perhaps to their personal kindness to our family, 
and likewise to a strange event that haj^pened while 
I was still very young. The reigning Duke had 
three brothers and only one son, and in the absence 
of male heirs it was supposed that the duchy would 
have gone to Prussia. One of his brothers had 
married a Countess von Reina, and their children 
therefore could not succeed. Vhe other brother was 
married to Hessian prince.ss, and they had no 
sons. But for that, they would possibly have suc- 
ceeded to the throne of Denmark, as it was only 
due to the resignation of the elder in favour of her 
younger sister that this younger sister, the mother 
of the Princess of Wales, became Oueen ot Denmark, 
and her husband King. Both the ducal family and 
the whole country were anxious, therefore, that the 
only remaining brother of the Duke should marry 
and have children, when suddenly he announced to 
the world that he had fallen in love with a young 
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ady at Dessau, a cousin of mine, and that no power 
an earth should prevent him from marrying her. 
There was a considerable flutter in the dovecotes 
of the Dessau nobility ; there was also a very just 
feeling of regret among the people, who disliked 
the idea of a possible amalgamation with Prussia. 
Plverything that could be thought of was done to 
prevent the marriage, but after waiting for several 
years the marriage was celebrated, and my cousin, 
as Baronne von Stolzenberg, became the Prince’s 
(morganatic) wife, and sister-in-law of the reigning 
Duke. The Prince was a handsome man, and ex- 
tremely good-natured and kind, there was not an 
atom of pride in him. They lived very happily to- 
gether, and after a few years they were received 
most cordially even by the old Duke and his rela- 
tions. In this way the doings and sayings of the 
Duke and the ducal court became less hidden 
behind the mysterious veil that formerly shrouded 
Olympus, and one began to see that its inhabitants 
were not so very different after all from other human 
beings, but that they acted up to their sense of duty, 
did a great deal of good work unknown to the 
world at large, and were certainly in many respects 
far more cultivated and far more attractive than 
those who were inclined to sneer at the small German 
courts, and to agitate for their suppression. 

What would Germany have been without her 
small courts ? Without a Duke Charles Augustus 
of Weimar, there would probably have been no 
Wieland, no Herder, no Goethe, and no Schiller. 
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It is not only plants that want sunshine, genius also 
requires light and warmth to bring it out, and the 
refining- influence of a small court was nowhere so 
necessary as during the period of storm and stress 
in Germany. It cannot be denied that some of 
these small courts were hotbeds of corruption of 
every kind. I remember how in my younger days 
the small Duchy of Anhalt-Cothen, for instance, 
suffered e.xtremely from maladministration during 
the reign of the last Duke, who died without heirs, 
and had no scruples in impoverishing the country, 
and suppressing all opposition, however legitimate. 
He was a sovereign by divine rights, as much as the 
King of Prussia, and with the assistance of his 
ministers he could alienate and sell whatever he liked. 
He actually established a public gambling house on 
the railway station at Cothen. In the third Duchy' 
of Anhalt, that of Anhalt-Bcrnburg, the reigning 
Duke was for a time almost out of his mind, but 
no one had the power to restrain or to remove him. 
The ministers did all they' could to i)revent any 
public scandal, but it was not easy to prevent, if not 
a revolution- — that would have been difficult on so 
small a scale — at least a complaint to the German 
Diet, and that might have become serious. Many 
were the stories told of the poor Duke and believed 
by the people. Like all court stories they went on 
growing and growing, and they were repeated “ on 
the highest authority One day, it was said, the 
Duke of Bernburg had been reading the hi.story of 
Napoleon, how he had decorated a sentinel,, and 
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made him an officer on the field of battle. The 
Duke, so we are told, carried away by his enthusi- 
asm, rushed out of his room, embraced the sentinel, 
fastened some medal on his breast and said : “ Thou 
art a captain The soldier, not losing' his presence 
of mind, said to the Duke : “ I thank your Serene 
Highness, but would you please give it me in 
writing ? ” The Duke did, and nothing remained 
for his ministers but to grant to the private the title 
and the pension of a captain, and to let him wear the 
small medal which the Duke had given him. I 
confess 1 could never come face to face with the 
fortunate captain or find out his whereabouts. 
Still to doubt the truth of the story would have 
been considered the extreme of historical scepticism. 
Another time the Duke’s enthusiasm was fired by 
reading an account of a wild-boar hunt in the neigh- 
bouring duchy of Anhalt-Dessau, which had been 
attended by a number of princes from all parts of 
Germany. He summoned his Prime Minister and 
told him, “ I must have wild boars in my forests. 
Turn out a herd of pigs, they will do quite as well.” 
This command too had to be obeyed, and the extra- 
ordinary part of it was that in a few years these 
tame pigs had completely reverted to their wild state, 
probably not without some intermarriages with 
neighbouring wild boars, and the Duke of Bern- 
burg could invite the Duke of Dessau and other 
princes to hunt wild boars in the Hartz mountains, 
as well as in the forest of Dessau. Again I cannot 
voudh for the truth of the story, but I have been 
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assured by competent authorities that such a return 
from the tame to the savage state is by no means 
incredible. Very soon after this exploit, however, 
the ducal race of Bernburg became extinct, and the 
three duchies now form a happy union under the old 
name of Duchy of Anhalt. 

The year 1848 came at last, and everything was 
changed, d'here were hneutes in the streets of 
Dessau, and when one of my uncles, the General 
commanding the ducal army, was telling his men 
that they would have to fire on the people, he" re- 
ceived a message from some of them to say that they 
would willingly fire on anybody outside the town in 
the open, but not in the streets, because they might 
smash their own fathers’ windows. This respect 
for window-glass served, however, another good 
purpose. When my uncle, in default of a large 
enough prison, had to confine a number of people in 
the Duke’s hothouses, they were as quiet as lambs, 
because here too they were afraid of breaking the 
glass. In spite of this innate respect for glass and 
established authority, much mischief was done at 
dessau in 1848. Splendid old oaks in the ducal 
forests were cut down, the game was killed by 
hundreds, and a new constitution was proclaimed. 
There was a chamber, I believe there was even a 
desire for a House of Peers, if Peers could be found ; 
there were two responsible ministers, and the Duke 
had to be satisfied with a Civil List. 

The Duke bore all this with wonderful serenity, 
but the Duchess died, I believe, from anxiety .and 
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nervous prostration. In 1848 even Dukes and 
Duchesses were hustled, and this was more than she 
could bear. She had done all that was in her power 
to make herself useful in her exalted position, and 
she deeply felt the ingratitude of those whom she 
had helped and befriended in former years, and who 
had joined the opposition. She told me herself that 
she had once to walk out on foot from her palace 
with an umbrella, because every one of her four 
carriages had been ordered by the Prime Minister, 
the Second Minister, the wife of the Prime, and 
some friend of the Second Minister. 'Phis Second 
Minister was a young man who had left the Univer- 
sity not many years before, and was practising at 
Dessau as a lawyer. Of course, there was great joy 
among his former University friends; many were 
invited to Dessau, and as there was an abundance 
of old wine in the castle, the gates of the ducal 
cellar, so I was informed, were thrown open, and 
the thirsty young students soon reduced the store 
of wine to what they thought more reasonable 
dimensions. Some of the Rhenish wines in that 
cellar were more than a hundred years old, so old 
that but a few bottles were fit for drinking. A thick 
crust had formed inside the bottles, and only one or 
two glasses of wine were left. But what was left 
was considered so useful as medicine in certain ill- 
nesses that any doctor was allowed to prescribe and 
order bottles of it from the ducal cellars. My uncle, 
the Commander-in-chief of the small Anhalt army, had 
been through all the Napoleonic wars, had marched 
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twice into Piiris, and was such a Franzosenfresser, 
that, fond as he was of wine, he would never touch 
French wine, least of all French champagne. He 
lived to a very considerable age, he celebrated his 
silver, his golden, his diamond, and his iron (sixty-five 
years) wedding, and danced at his diamond wedding 
with his wife and one of the bridesmaids. He was my 
godfather, and as he had made the acquaintance of 
his wife at my christening, he never called me by 
any other name but “mein Wohlthater,” my bene- 
factor. As he had been at the battle of Jena (1806) 
with the Emperor William, then a mere cadet in 
the Prussian army, and afterwards through many 
campaigns, the Emperor treated him to the very 
end of his life as his personal friend. Once every 
year he had to go to Berlin to stay with the Emperor, 
and talk over old times. He was about five years 
older than the Emperor, and almost the last time 
he saw him the Phiiperor said to him : “ Well, Stock- 
marr, we are both getting old, but as long as you 
march ahead, I .shall follow”. “Yes, your Majesty,” 
Stockmarr replied, “ and as long as you are behind 
to support me, I hope we .shall get on and bring our 
shares up to par.” “Oh, Stockmarr,” the Emperor 
replied, “you are not a courtier. If you knew what 
the courtiers say to me, you would have said, ‘ Oh, 
your Majesty, your Majesty, your shares will rise to 
at least 15 per cent, premium General Stockmarr 
told me the story himself, and it gave me a new 
idea of the old Emperors humour, and his insight 
into the character of his surroundings. 

14 
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Kind-hearted as the Duke of Dessau was, there 
were certain things that he could not stand. As his 
deafness grew upon him his chief amusement was 
shooting and driving about in his open carriage 
through the beautiful oak-forests that surround 
Dessau. 7'here are long avenues through the old 
oak-forests like bowers formed by the lower branches 
of the trees, so that one can see the deer a mile off. 
Here the old Duke was to be seen almost every day. 
The common people had many endearing names 
for him, and when they saw his carriage from a 
distance they shouted Hii Kimmet, and the whole 
village was .soon gathered to see their kind old Duke 
passing. He knew every tree, every stone, every 
road. In a wood not far from Dessau there was a 
large boulder, dropped there by a passing iceberg 
long before the time even of Albrecht the Bear and 
Count Esiko. One day, as he was passing by, the 
Duke missed the stone and drove straight to the 
next village to find out who had dared to move it. 
The Schulze of the village stood trembling before 
the Duke, and had to confess that as the road had 
had to be mended, the village commune had decided 
to blast the old useless stone and to break it up for that 
purpose. The Duke declared that it was his stone, 
that they had no right to touch it, and that they 
must replace it. That was, of course, an impossi- 
bility, without going back as far as the Glacial period. 
But the peasants had to go on searching all over 
the neighbourhood till at last they found two similar 
boulders, not quite so large as the original stone of 
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offence, still, large enough to cause them much 
trouble and expense in transporting them to their 
village. This was their punishment, and from it 
there was no appeal. The two new stones may now 
be seen in a public park near Dessau, dedicated to 
the memory, one of Bismarck, the other of Moltke. 

The sound of the Duke’s carriage was well known, 
not only in the town, but, as the people said, even 
by the deer in the forest. Other carriages might 
pass and the deer would not budge, but as sooft as 
the Duke’s carriage was heard approaching they 
would all scamper away. The fact was that no one 
was allowed to shoot in the large ducal preserves 
except the Duke himself. It was a very great 
favour if he allowed even his brothers or his best 
friends to accompany him now and then. 

Some of his forests were stocked with wild boars. 
These animals were quite tame while they were 
being fed in winter, but in summer they would 
attack the horses of a carriage and become really 
dangerous. If they could break out by night, which 
happened not unfrequently, the peasants would 
find next morning whole fields of corn jiloughed up, 
trampled down, and destroyed. Large damages 
had to be paid by the Duke, but he never demurred 
as long as he was unshackled by his two responsible 
ministers. After 1848, however, not only was the 
amount to be paid for damages considerably reduced 
by his ministers, but the Duke was told that this pig- 
preserving was a very expensive amusement, and that 
it might make him very unpopular. The Duke 
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knew better. He knew the peasants liked his boars, 
and still more the ample damages which he paid, 
but he did not like the advice of his ministers. So 
whenever any mischief had been done by the boars, 
the peasants ran after his carriage in the forest and 
told him how much they had lost. In his good- 
nature he used to say : “ I will pay it all, let me 
know how much it is ; only do not tell my ministers ”. 

After a time things settled down again at Dessau, 
still the old state of things could never come back. 
The three duchies of Anhalt- Dessau, Cothen, and 
Bernburg with its beautiful Hartz mountains, when 
united, formed a more considerable principality, and 
it was thought necessary to have a regular parlia- 
ment to control its finances, and watch over its 
legislation. Everything assumed a grander air ; 
the Duke, who since the days of the Old Dessauer 
had been Serene Highness (Durchlaucht), now be- 
came Highness (Hoheit), which is .supposed to be 
a step higher than Serene Highness (Durchlaucht), 
though I cannot see how language could ever pro- 
duce a finer title than Serene Highness. The 
railway, which as the Berlin jokers said, had led to 
the discovery of Dessau, brought it at all events 
close to Berlin, Leipzig, Magdeburg, and the great 
CqgtineniM net of railways. People from all parts 
of. Germany came to settle in the quiet, beautiful 
town on the Mulde ; the Elbe had been made 
navigable nearly as far as Dessau, and the port 
near the Walwitzberg became an important com- 
mercial centre for export and import. 
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Whenever I pay a visit to Dessau I find the town 
more and more enlarged and much improved. The 
old lamps that swung across the streets are gone, 
the gurgoyles frown no longer on large red and 
green umbrellas ; there are gas lamps, and there are 
waterworks, and cabs, and tramways. The grass is 
no longer allowed to grow in the chinks of the pave- 
ment. The old Duke is gone, and the old people 
w'hom I knew as a boy are gone too. The wild 
boars are still there, but they are no longer allowed 
to break out of bounds. Old men and women are 
still seen sawing wood and cutting it up in the street, 
but I do not know their faces, nor the faces of the 
old women from whom I bought my apples. I look 
at every man and woman that passes me, there is 
not one whose face or name I know. It is only 
when I go to the old cemetery outside the town 
that old names greet me again, some very dear to 
me, others almost forgotten during my Wanderjahre. 
No doubt the present is better, and the future, let 
us trust, will be better still ; but the past had its 
own charms ; our grandfathers were as wise as their 
sons and grandsons, and possibly they were happier. 
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Mv first and very pleasant contact with Royalty 
had taken place at Dessau, while I was a schoolboy. 
When afterwards I went to the University of Berlin, 
the Duchess of Dessau had given me an introduction 
to Alexander von Humboldt, and while I was in 
Paris, working at the then Bibliotheque Royale, 
Humboldt had used his powerful influence with the 
King, Frederick William IV., to help me in publish- 
ing my edition of the “Rig Veda” in Germany. 
Nothing, however, came of that plan ; it proved too 
costly for any private publisher, even with Royal 
assistance. But when, after having published the 
first volume in England, under the patronage of the 
East India Company, I pas.sed some weeks at Berlin, 
in 1850, collating some of the Vedic MSS. in the 
Royal Library there, I received a message from 
Humboldt that the King wished to see me. 

Frederick William IV. was a man of exceptional 
talent, nay, a man of genius. I had heard much 
about’ him from Bunsen, who was a true friend and 
confidant of the King, ever since they had met at 
Ronje. I had .seen some of the King’s letters to 
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Bunsen ; some of them, if I remember rightly, 
signed, not by the King s name, but by Cong7^ue7itia 
Incongrtientium, probably from his imagining that 
the different opinions and counsels of his various 
friends and advisers would find their solution in him. 
This idea, if it was entertained by the King, would 
account for the many conflicting sides of his char- 
acter, and the frequent changes in his opinions. I 
presented my volume of the “ Rig Veda’’ to him at 
a private audience. He knew all about it, and had 
so much to tell me about the oldest book of man- 
kind, that I had hardly a chance to say anything 
myself. But it was impossible to listen to him with- 
out feeling that one was in the presence of a mind 
of very considerable grasp and of high and noble 
ideals. 

A few days after this audience I received an 
invitation to dine with the King at Potsdam, and 
Humboldt wrote to me that he would take me in 
his carriage. 

But a curious intermezzo happened. While 1 was 
quietly sitting in my room with my mother, a young 
lieutenant of police entered, and began to ask a 
number of extremely silly questions — why I had 
come to Berlin, when I meant to return to iMigland, 
what had kept me so long at Berlin, etc. After I 
had fully explained to him that I was collating San- 
skrit MSS. at the Royal Library, he became more 
•peremptory, and informed me that the police authori- 
ties thought that a fortnight must be amply sufficient 
for that purpose (how I wished that it had been. so), 
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and that they requested me to leave Berlin in twenty- 
four hours. I produced my passport, i^erfectly oi 
regie ; I explained that I wanted but another week 
to finish my work. It was all of no avail, I was told 
that I must leave in twenty-four hours. I then 
collected my thoughts, and said very quietly to the 
young lieutenant, “ Please to tell the police authori- 
ties that I shall, of course, obey orders, and leave 
Berlin at once, but that 1 must request them to in- 
form His Majesty the King that I shall not be able 
to dine with him to-night at Potsdam The poor 
young man thought I was laughing at him, but 
when he saw that I was in earnest he looked thunder- 
struck, bowed, and went away. All this seems now 
almost incredible even to myself while I am writing it 
down, but so it was. Nor was the explanation far 
to .seek. One of my friends, with whom 1 had been 
almost every day, was Dr. Goldstiicker, a young 
Sanskrit scholar, who had been mixed up with 
political intrigues, and had long been under strict 
surveillance. I was evidently lof)ked upon as an 
emissary from P'ngland, then considered the focus 
of all political conspiracies ; possibly my name had 
been found in the Black Book as a dangerous man, 
who, when he was about eighteen, had belonged to 
a secret society, and had sung Arndt’s song, “ Was 
ist des Deutschen Vaterland,” before Bismarck sang 
it in his own way. It was not long, however, before 
another police official appeared, an elderly gentle- 
man of very pleasant manners, who explained to me 
how. sorry he was that the young lieutenant of police 
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should have made so foolish a mistake. He begged 
me entirely to forget what had happened, as it would 
.seriously injure the young lieutenant’s prospects if 
1 lodged a complaint against him. I promised to 
forget, and, at all events, not to refer to what had 
happened in the Royal presence. 

Humboldt and I drove to Potsdam, and I had a 
most delight! ul dinner arid evening party. The 
King was extremely gracious, full of animated con- 
versation, and evidently in the best of humours. 
While the Queen was speaking to me, he walked up 
to us, bowed to the Queen, and said to her, not to me, 
‘‘ S’il voiis plait, monsieur”. With this sally he took 
her arm and walked into the dining-room. We 
followed and sat down, and during the whole dinner 
the King carried on a conversation in a voice so 
loud that no one else ventured to speak. I watched 
the King, and saw how his face became more and 
more flushed, while he hardly touched a drop of wine 
during the whole of dinner. 

After dinner we all stood, and the King walked 
about from one to the other. 

Humboldt, who was at that time iin old man, 
about eighty, stood erect for several hours like all 
the rest. When we drove home it was very late, 
and I could not help remarking on the great sacri- 
fice he WMS making of his valuable time in attending 
these court functions. 

• “ Well,” he said, ‘‘ the Hohenzollern have been 
very kind to me, and I know they like to show this 
old piece of furniture of theirs. So I go whenever 
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they want me.” He went on to say how busy he 
was with his “ Kosmos,” and how he could no 
longer work so many hours as in former years. “ As 
I get old,” he said, “ I want more sleep, four hours 
at least. When I was young,” he continued, “two 
hours of sleep were quite enough for me.” 1 ven- 
tured to express my doubts, apologising for differing 
from him on any physiological fact. “It is quite a 
mistake,” he said, “ though it is very widely spread, 
that we want seven or eight hours of sleep. When 
I was your age, 1 simply lay down on the sofa, 
turned down my lamp, and after two hours’ sleep I 
was as fresh as ever.” 

“ Then,” 1 said, “ your Excellency’s life has been 
double the life of other people, and this accounts for 
the immense amount of work you have been able to 
achieve.” Humboldt was never married and, I was 
told, had never been in love. But 1 did not tell 
him what was in my mind, that under such circum- 
stances his life had really been four times that of 
ordiviary mortals. 

“Yes,” he said, “ 1 have had a long span of life to 
work, but I have also been very much helped by 
my friends and colleagues. I know,” he continued, 
“ 1 have been abused for not building my own stoves 
for making chemical experiments ; but a general, in 
order to make great conquests, must have colonels, 
captains, lieutenants, and even privates under him.” 
And those who served under him and assisted him 
had certainly no cause to regret it. He helped them 
whenever he could, and his influence at that time 
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was very great. To be mentioned in a note in his 
“ Kosmos was for a scholar what it was for a 
Greek city to be mentioned in the catalogue of ships 
in the “Iliad”. I could not resist telling him in 
strict confidence my little adventure with the police 
lieutenant, and he was highly amused. I hope he 
did not tell the King ; anyhow, no names were 
mentioned and the poor lieutenant of police, who, 
of course, had only done what he was told, may, long 
ago I hope, have become a president of police, or 
some “grosses Thier”. When I left Humboldt I 
felt I should not see him again, and the old man 
was moved as much as I was in saying good-bye. 
These old heroes had very large and tender hearts. 
After all, I was only one out of hundreds of young 
men in whom he took an interest, and I happen to 
know that his interest was not only in words, but in 
deeds also. He was by no means what we should 
call a rich man, but I know that he sent young 
Brugsch, afterwards the great Egyptian scholar, 
Brugsch Pasha, a handsome sum of money to enable 
him to finish his studies at the University of Berlin, 
though no one at the time heard anything about it. 

I did not see Humboldt again, nor PVederick 
William IW Long before this time it had become 
clear that King William IV. was not what he 
imagined himself to be — the congruence of all the 
incongruent elements then fermenting in Prussia 
and Germany at large. There can be little doubt 
that towards the end of his life his mind, or rather 
his judgment, had given way. His mind, I believe, 
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remained lively to the very end ; but, in a State 
like Prussia, the Government without a clear-sighted 
King is like a runaway engine without its driver. 
It may keep to the rails for a time, but there is sure 
to be a smash at the end. The King had parted 
with one friend after another. His own brother, the 
Prince of Prussia, afteryvards the first German 
Emperor, fell into di.sgrace, and had in the end to 
leave the country and take refuge in England, d'he 
name by which he was known in the family was not 
flattering. He was a .soldier, clear-headed and 
straightforward. His whole heart was in the army, 
and when he afterwards came to the throne, he 
wisely left everything else to his responsible 
ministers, after he had once learnt to trust them. 
The army was the pride of his life, and to see that 
armv ordered out of Berlin, and not allowed to 
restore order in the streets of the capital, had nearly 
broken his heart. He was intensely unpopular in 
1848. His own palace was taken possession of, 
and, in order to preserve it from pillage, a large 
inscription was put on the walls, “ National Pro- 
perty ”. I was not in Germany that year, but I 
heard much from my friends there — v. Schlcezer, 
Ernst Curtius, and others — all personal friends 
of the Prince and Princess of Prussia. The Prince 
was not even allowed to command his own, the 
Prussian army, in the Schleswig-Holstein war, then 
just beginning ; and the following letter, written in 
London, and addressed to one of his comrades, 
shows how deeply he felt it: — 
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Mit welchen Gefiihlen habe ich gestern Euren Sieg bei Schles- 
wig vernommen ! ! ! Gott sei Dank dass unser alter Waffenruhm 
auch gegen einen ehrlichen Feind sich bewahrt hat ! Sage doch 
Deinen Untergebenen, wie gliicklich ich ware iiber diese Sieges- 
nachricht : wie der Geist, der Euch zum Siege fiihrte, der alte 
preussische war, der vor nichts zuriickschreckt. Wie beneide ich 
Dir das Gliick, diese Lorbeeren geerntet zu haben. Du weisst, 
wie nahe es daran war, dass ich sie mit Dir hatte theilen konnen. 
Wie waren dabei alle meine Wiinsche in Erfiillung gegangen : 
Truppen meiner beiden lieben Corps gefiihrt zu haben, im Ernst- 
Kampfe ! — Es sollte nicht sein ! — Aber ich kann es nicht ver- 
schmerzen, da die Mdglichkeit vorhanden war ! Nun, Gott wird 
es doch wohl noch einst so fiigen, deni vvir ja Alles anheini stellen 
niiissen. Wer kann und muss es wohl mit mehr Resignation als 
ich ! Er priift mich schwer, aber mit einem reinen Gewissen 
erwarte ich den Tag der Wahrheit, damit ich dem neuen Preussen 
meine Krafte widmen kann, wie dem alten, wenngleich das Herz 
trauern muss, iiber den Fall des a/fe/t Preussen, des Selbstandigen. 
Lebe wohl ! Gott schiitze Dich ferner und erhalte Dich den 
Deinen, die sehr besorgt sein miissen. Ich kenne die Verluste 
noch nicht, mir bangt etwas vor ihnen. 

Ewig Dein treuer Freund, 

Wilhelm. 

London, d. 29. 4. 48. 


I was at that time in London, and often with 
Bunsen at the Prussian Legation in Carlton House 
Terrace. There was a constant succession of 
couriers bringing letters from Berlin. On one 
occasion a sub-editor from The Times office rushed 
in and said: “Well, another one is gone, the King of 
Bavaria !” He did not see that the Bavarian minister, 
Baron Cetto, was in the room, and thus received this 
very informal notification of his sovereign’s fate. It 
was known that the King had remained at his 
palace, but that the Prince of Prussia had left 
Berlin. For several days no one knew where he 
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was. I was quietly sitting on the sofa with Bunsen 
(27th March, 1848, 8 a.m.) discussing some question 
of Vedic mythology, when a servant came in and 
whispered something in Bunsen’s ear. Bunsen rose, 
took me by the arm and said : “ Make haste, run 
away ”. I did so, and as I ran out of the door I 
rushed against the Prinre of Prussia. 1 hardly 
knew him at first, for he was not in uniform, and had 
no moustache. In fact, I saw him as few people 
have ever seen him. He stayed in London for 
many weeks at the Prussian Legation, where I met 
him several times, and, honest and hardworking as 
he was all through life, he did not waste the time in 
Bunsen’s house, nor did Bunsen lose the opportunity 
of showing the Prince how well a free and popular 
form of government could be carried on with due 
respect for order and law, and with love and devotion 
to the throne. This London episode of the Prince’s 
life has borne ample fruit in the heyday of the 
German Empire, and he by whom the seed was 
sown has but seldon^ been remembered, or thanked 
for the good work he did then for his sovereign and 
for his country. 

There was no sovereign more constitutional than 
the King of Prussia at the beginning of his reign. 
He surrounded himself with enlightened and liberal- 
minded ministers, and never interfered with their 
work. Having been brought up to look upon his 
brother as a great genius, he was very humble about' 
his own qualifications, and he even thought for a 
time of abdicating in favour of his son. This, how- 
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ever, would not have suited Bismarck’s hand. When 
the Prince of Prussia came to the throne, he stipu- 
lated one thing only with his ministers : they must 
give him a free hand to strengthen the army ; for 
all the rest he would follow their advice. And so 
he did for .several years. But when they failed to 
keep their promise, and jto get Parliament to pass 
the necessary rfiilitary budget, he parted with them 
and invited Bismarck to form a new ministry in 
1862. This was the beginning of the political 
drama which ended at Sedan, if indeed it ended 
then. 

I had heard much from my friends Roggenbach, 
Schloezer, and E. Curtius about the Princess of 
Prussia (afterwards the Queen of Prussia, and the 
first (ierman Empress), and my expectations were 
not deceived when I was pre.sented to her during 
her stay in England in the spring of 1851. She 
was grand' dame, highly gifted, highly cultivated. 
.She wanted to see everything and know everybody 
worth knowing in England. It was she who went 
to Eton to see a cricket matc)i played. She had 
heard much about it, and was most anxious to watch 
it. After the game had been going on for a good 
quarter of an hour, she turned impatiently to the 
Provost, and asked ; “When are the boys going to 
begin "i ” She had evidently expected some kind of 
fight or skirmish, and was rather disappointed at the 
.quiet and businesslike way in which the boys, who 
were on their best behaviour, threw the ball and hit it 
back. However, at that time everything English, 
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even the games, was perfect in the eyes of the 
Germans, and nothing more' perfect than the Princess 
Royal, when she had been won by the young Prince 
of Prussia in 1857. The Princess of Prussia never 
forgot people whom she had once taken an interest 
in, and I had several interesting interviews with her 
later on — at Coblentz in ^1863, at Baden in 1872. 

I confess I was somewhat taken aback when, after 
dinner, the Empress took me by the hand, and 
stepped forward, addressing the whole company 
present, and giving the ladies and gentlemen a full 
account of what this Oxford professor had done for 
(iermany during the Franco-German war by defend- 
ing their cause in The Times. All 1 could reply 
was that I had done little enough, and that I could 
not help saying what I had said in The Times, and 
that I was prouil of having been well abused for' 
having spoken the truth. 

Whatever disappointments she may have had in 
life, she lived long enough to see the fulfilment of 
her patriotic dreams ; she wore the Imperial crown 
of Germany, and she saw in the Crown Prince 
Frederick the fulfilment of all that a mother can 
dream of for her son. One wishes that she had died 
a year Sooner, so as to be spared the terrible tragedy 
of her son’s illness and death in 1888. 

That son, our Princeps Juventutis, had been edu- 
cated by my friend Ernst Curtius, and was on most 
friendly terms with many of my German friends. I 
made his acquaintance when he came to Oxford as 
a very youtig man in 1857. He brought George 
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Bunsen and two friends with him, and I took rooms 
for them at the Angel Hotel, which stood where 
the Examination School, the so-called Chamber of 
Horrors, now stands. For several days I took the 
Prince to all the Colleges and to some of the lectures, 
even to one of the public examinations. No one 
knew him, and we preserved the strictest incognito. 
He quickly perceived the advantages of the English 
university .sy.stem, particularly of the college life and 
the tutorial teaching. But he saw that it would be 
hopeless to attempt to introduce that system into 
Germany. Though at that time everything English 
was admired in Germany, he was clear-sighted 
enough to see that it is better to learn than simply 
to copy. The weak point in the German university 
system is that, unless an undergraduate is personally 
known to a profe.ssor, he receives very little guidance. 
He generally arrives from school, where he has 
been under very strict guidance, without any choice 
as to what he really wishes to learn. He then 
.suddenly finds himself independent, and free to 
choose from an immense menu {Index lectiomim) 
whatever tempts his appetite. Most German stu- 
dents. when they leave school, have not only a natural 
curiosity, but a real thirst for learning. They have 
also a feeling of great reverence for the profes- 
sors, particularly for the most famous professors 
in each university. They often select their univer- 
sity in order to hear the lectures of a certain profes.sor, 
and if he is moved to another university they mi- 
grate with him. In the strictly profe.ssional faculties 

15 
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of medicine, law, and theology, there is no doubt a 
certain routine, and students know by a kind of 
tradition what lectures they should attend in each 
semester. But in the philosophical faculty there is 
little, if any, tradition, and looking at my book of 
lectures, attested by the yarious professors at Leipzig, 

I am perfectly amazed at jthe variety of incongruous 
subjects on which I attended professorial classes. 
Unless they were all properly entered and attested 
in my book I could not believe that at that time 
(1840-41), when I was only .seventeen years of age, 

I had really attended lectures on so many hetero- 
geneous subjects. In this respect, in preventing 
waste, the college or tutorial system has, no doubt, 
many advantages, but the young Prince saw very 
clearly that what is called in Germany academic 
freedom cannot be touched, that the universities 
could not be changed into schools, if for no other 
reason, because it would be impossible to find the 
necessary funds to inaugurate the college system 
by the side of the professorial system. All that 
could possibly be done would be to establish a closer 
relation between professors and undergr^iduates, to 
increase, in fact, the number of seminaries and 
societies, and to make it obligatory on each profes.sor 
to have some personal intercourse with the students 
who attend his lectures. 

The Prince’s incognito was carefully preserved at 
Oxford, though it was not always easy to persuade his 
attendants not to bow and take off their hats when- 
ever they met the Prince. The very last day, how- 
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ever, and just before Tasked for the bill at the hotel, 
one of his A.D.C.’s forgot himself, bowed very low 
before the door of the hotel, and stood bareheaded 
before the Prince. The hotel-keeper smiled and came 
to me with a very knowing look, telling me of the 
discovery he had made. He was very proud of his 
perspicacity ; but I am sprry to say that the dis- 
covery had its painful influence on the bill also, 
which, under the circumstances, could not be 
helped. 

What struck the Prince most at Oxford was the 
historical continuity of the University. I reminded 
him of the remark which Frederick William IV. 
made when at O.xford : — 

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “ in your University every- 
thing that is young is old, everything that is old is 
young ”. “ We cannot do everything,” the Prince 

used to say, “ but we shall do our best in Germany.” 
Though the Prince was still very young, he could at 
times be very serious. There had actually been 
rumours, as I have said before, that his father, always 
one of the most humble-minded men, would abdicate 
in favour of his son, who was very popular, while the 
father at one time was not, and the thought that he 
might soon be called upon to rule the destinies of 
Prussia and of Ciermany was evidently not unfamiliar 
to him. How different was his destiny to be ! 
What terrible events had happened before I saw 
much of the Prince again ; for though I saw him in 
his own happy home life at the. Neue Palais at Pots- 
dam in 1863, it was not till after the Prusso-Austrimi 
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and Franco-German wars that I had again some 
real personal intercourse with the Prince at Kms in 
the year 1871. He had sent me a very kind letter 
immediately after his return to Berlin from Paris. 
Even Bismarck had sent me a message through his 
private secretary that he was proud of his new ally. 
I had defended the policy of the German Emperor 
in TAe Times, simply because I could not keep 
silent when the policy of Germany was misrepre- 
sented to the people of England. 

Here is the Prince’s letter, which 1 received in 
May, 1871 : — 


Berlin, Mai 1871. 

Ich habe niit aufrichtigem Danko und ganz besonderem Inter- 
esse Ihre “Letters on the War” entgegengenommen, welche Sie 
die Freundlichkeit batten, mir zu iibersenden. 

Mit der einmiithigen Hingebung unseres Volkes wahrend der 
grossen Zeit die wir durchkampft, steht im schonsten Einklang 
die patriotische Haltung welche unsere deutschen Briider, oft 
unter den schwierigsten Verhiiltnissen und mit Opfer aller Art 
bewahrt und durch die sie sich fiir immer einen Anspruch auf die 
Dankbarkeit des Vaterlandes erworben haben, 

Dass die Erfahrungen, welche die Deutschen in England 
wahrend unseres ruhmvollen Kriegcs gemacht, nicht imrfier 
erfreulich waren, ist mir freilich bekannt, Griinde der verschieden- 
sten Art kamen zusammen um cine Verstimmung zu erzeugen, 
die hiiben und driiben von alien einsichtigen und patriotischen 
Mannern gleich schmerzlich empfunden ist. 

Meine feste und zuversichtliche Hoffnung bleibt es aber, dass 
dieselbe bald jenem herzlichen Einvernehmen wiedcr Platz 
machen wird, welches die Natur unserer gegenseitigen Bezie- 
hungen und Interessen verlangt. Dieses Ziel wollen wir verfolgen, 
unbeirrt durch Aufregungen und Eindriicke des Augenblicks, 
iiberzeugt, dass es fiir das Gedeihen bolder Lander ebenso heilsam 
wie fiir den Frieden Europa^s unerlasslich ist. 
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Sie haben Ihrerseits nietnals aufgehort in diesem Geiste thatig 
zu sein und es ist niir deshalb Bediirfniss, Ihnen meine dankbare 
Anerkennung fiir Ihr erfolgreiches Wirken hierdurch auszus- 
prechen. 

Ihr wohlgeneigter 

Friedrich Wilhelm. 

At Eins the Prince was the popular hero of the 
day, and wherever he showed himself he was 
enthusiastically greeted by the people. He sent me 
word that he wished to see me. When I arrived 
the antechambers were crowded with Highnesses, 
Excellencies, Generals, all covered with stars and 
ribands. I gave my card to an A.D.C. as simple 
Max Muller, and was told that I must wait, but I 
soon saw there was not the slightest chance of my 
having an audience that morning. I had no uniform, 
no order, no title. P'rom time to time an officer 
called the name of Prince So-and-So, Count So-and- 
So, and people became very imimtient. Suddenly 
the Prince himself opened the door, and called out 
in a loud voice, “ Maximiliane, Maximiliane, kommen 
Sie herein ! ” 

There was consternation in the crowd as I 
walked through, but I had a most pleasant half-hour 
with the Prince. Once when I began to bubble 
over and tried to express, as well as I could, my 
admiration for his splendid achievements in the war, 
he turned away rather angrily, and said, “ Na, sind 
Sie denn auch unter die Schmeichler gegangen ! ” 
I wrote a sonnet at the time, which I find amoner 
my old papers : — 
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IN ExMS AM 19. JULI 1871. 

DEM KRONPRINZEN VON DEUTSCHLAND. 

Wie jungen Most von altem Holz umschlungen 
Fiihlt ich mein Blut, das sich iin Herzen riihrte, 

Als es den Druck der Heldenhand verspiirte, 

Die Deutschlands Schwert so ritterlich geschwungen. 

Oft hort ich's schon gc^sagt und auch gesungcn, 

Wie Dich dein Stern von Sieg zu Siege fiihrte, 

Doch fiihlt ich nie, wie sich’s fiir Dich gel)iihrte, 

Das Herz so ganz von Lieb und Stolz durchdriingen. 

Einst sah ich in der Jugend schonen lliillung 
In Dir die Zukunft Deutschlands sich entfalten, 

Die neue Zeit erstehen aus der altcn : — 

Heut stand vor mir die herrlichste Erfiillung - 
Ein deutscher Fiirst, das Aug’ vol Treu und Adel, 

Ein ganzer Mann, Held ohne Furcht und Tadel. 

This was followed by another sonnet at the time 
)f his death ; — 

DEM KAISER FRIEDRICH— 1888. 

Wir warteten ini Stillen lange Jahre, 

Und nimnier wankle unsres Herzens Glaube ; 

Wir sah’n im dunklen Oiriin die reiche Traube, 

Und wussten, welchen Saft sie uns bewahre. 

Und jelzt ! O klaget nicht an seiner Bahre, 

Wenn auch der Leib zerfallt zuni Erdenstaube, 

Nie werde das dem blinden Tod zum Raulie, 

Was er gewollt das Hohe, Schdne, Wahre ! 

Dem edlen Geiste wolDi wir Treue halten, 

In stillem Dulden wie in kiihnem Wagen ; 

Wir ehren ihn durch Thaten, nicht durch Klagen, 

Und lassen unsre Liebe nie erkalten : 

Was wir verloren, kann kein Blick ermessen, 

‘ Was wir gehabt, das bleibe unvergessen. 
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The old Emperor was at Ems at the same time, 
and so was the Emperor Alexander of Russia. It 
was a surprise to me to see these two Emperors 
walking together in the crowd, and fetching their 
glass of water at the spring, apparently without 
any protection. The people did not much crowd 
round them, but neither were they kept back by the 
police officers. I asked one of the higher officials 
how they managed to keep out any dangerous Poles 
or b'renchmen, who might have shot the two Em- 
perors with a double-barrelled pistol at any moment. 
The place was swarming with people of every 
nationality ; but he said that there was no one at 
Pirns who was not known. I confess it was a riddle 
to me. The good old Emperor, who had heard of 
my presence, asked me to dine, and he also thanked 
me for my advocacy of Germany in The Times. 
What a change since I ran against him in Bunsen’s 
room ! Abeken, who during the war had been 
Bismarck’s right hand, was there, and 1 learnt from 
him that the famous Ems telegram had been written 
by him, though, of course, inspired and approved of 
by Bismarck. This is now well known, and has 
become ancient history. Great as was the enthusi- 
asm at Ems, it was heart-breaking to see the in- 
valided soldiers, looking young and vigorous, but 
without arms or legs, their only wish being to catch 
a glimp.se of the Emperor or the Crown Prince. 
•Some of them had been blinded in the war ; others 
walked about on crutches, some with both arms cut 
off, and using iron forks instead of hands and fingers. 
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All was done that could be done for them, and the 
Emperor and the Crown Prince shook hands with 
as many of them, officers or privates, as they could. 
The Crown Prince had sent me word that he wished 
to see me once more ; but his surroundings evidently 
thought that I had been favoured quite enough, and 
our meeting again was clevprly prevented. N o doubt 
princes must be protected against intruders, but 
should they be thwarted in their own wishes ? I 
had another happy glimpse, however, of the Crown 
Prince in his family circle, in 1876. 

In the year 1879 the Crown Prince came once 
more to Oxford, this time with his young son, the 
present German Emperor, and accompanied by the 
Prince of Wales. He had not forgotten his former 
visit, when he was not much older than his son was 
then, and he reminded me of what had happened to 
us in the Pixamination Schools on his former visit. 
The Prince had preserved the strictest incognito, but 
when we entered the schools his appearance, and 
that of several foreign-looking gentlemen, had at- 
tracted some attention. However, we sat down and 
listened to the examination. It was in Divinity, 
and one of the young men had to translate a chapter 
in the Gospel of St. John. He translated very 
badly, and the Prince, not accustomed to the English 
pronunciation of Greek, could not follow. Suddenly 
there was a burst of laughter. The Prince did not 
perceive that it was due to a really atrocious mis- 
translation. He turned to me and said: “Let us go; 
they are laughing at us ”. When we were outside 
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I explained to him what had happened ; but it was 
really so bad that I must not repeat it here. The 
passage was St. John, iv., 9 : Aeyec o5f awrw rf yvv^ 
rj %afiapeiTis. 

The young Prince, the present Emperor, who 
was with his father, was very much pleased with 
what he saw of Oxford, pf the river, and of the life 
of the young men. He would have liked to spend 
a term or two at Oxford, but there were objections. 
Fears of English influence had begun to show them- 
selves at Berlin. Several young ladies tried their 
powers of persuasion on the young Prince, who told 
me at the time, in true academic German, “ In all 
my life I have not been canva.ssed so much” (In 
meinem Leben bin ich noch nicht so gekeilt 
worden). 

It is well known how warm an interest the young 
Prince, now the German Emperor, has always 
taken in the success of Oxford, and for how many 
years he has always sent his congratulations by 
telegram to the successful, and now almost charmed, 
Oxford crew. 

When the Crown Prince with his son and the 
Prince of Wales honoured my College (All Souls’) 
with their presence at luncheon, I remember pre- 
senting to them three tumblers of the old ale that is 
brewed in the College, and is supposed to be the 
best in the University, very drinkable (siiffig), but 
• very strong. One year when several men from 
Cambridge were passing their long vacation at Ox- 
ford (one of them was Lightfoot, afterwards Bishop 
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of Durham, another Augustus Vansittart), they were 
made free of all the common-rooms at Oxford, and 
constituted examiners of the beers brewed in the 
different Colleges. All Souls’ came out at the head 
of the tripos, but there was to be a new examination 
in the year following, and competitors were invited 
to send their essays to F. M. M., Professor of 
Comparative Palealeontology, at All Souls’. I took 
a tumbler of the old ale myself and drank to the 
health of “ The three Emperors ”. The Crown 
Prince did not see what 1 meant, and asked again 
and again, “ But how so (Wie so) ? ” “ d he iuture 

German Pimperor,” 1 said, “ the future P'mperor of 
India (the Prince of Wales), and, in the very distant 
future, the third Pimperor of Germany.” 1 he 
Crown Prince smiled, but an expression of serious- 
ness or displeasure passed over his face, showing 
me that 1 touched a sensitive nerve. The Crown 
Prince was a curious mixture. In his intercourse 
with his friends he liked to forget that he was a 
Prince, he spoke most freely and unguardedly, and 
enjoyed a good laugh about a good joke. He 
allowed his friends to do the same, but suddenly, if 
any of his friends made a remark that did not quite 
please him, he drew back, and it took him some 
time to recover himself. He was a noble and loyal 
nature. He knew Bismarck, he knew his strong, 
and he knew his very weak, and more than weak, 
points ; but such was his gratitude for what the old 
statesman had done for Prussia and Germany that 
he never said an unkind word against him. 1 be- 
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lieve he would never have parted with him, though 
he was quite aware of the danger of a major damns 
in the kingdom of Frederick the Great. History 
will have much to say about those years, and will 
teach us once more the old lesson — how small the 
great ones of the earth can be. 

Once more I met ' the; Prince at Venice, when he 
was enjoying himself with the Crown lhancess and 
some of his daughters. He was then incognito, and 
he had the best cicerone in his learned and charming 
wife. They worked hard together from morning 
till evening. At last the i)eople of Venice^ found 
out w^ho he was, and crowded round him to that 
extent that he had to take refuge in the royal 
palace. What struck me at the time was a sadness 
and far greater reticence in the Prince. Still, at 
times, the old joyous smile broke out, as if he had 
forgotten how sericjus life had become to him. 

Again some years passed. 1 he accounts ot the 
old Km|)eroPs health showed that his end was draw- 
ing near, but at the same time began the disquieting 
rumours about the Crown Prince’s health. 1 he 
Prince sent for me shortly after his arrival in I . on- 
don, where he had come for the Oueen s Jubilee, 
1887. He looked as grand as ever, and in his eyes 
there was the same light and life and love, but his 
voice had become almost a whisper. Nevertheless, 
he spoke hopefully, almost confidently, and went 
through all the festivities like a hero. Who will 
ever forget him on horseback in the white uniform 
of the Prussian Curassiers, in the midst of the sons 
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and sons-in-law of the Queen I saw him once 
more at Windsor, the day before he left for Ger- 
many. In the evening, after dinner, he walked up 
to me and spoke to me for a long time. His voice 
had regained its timbre, and I felt convinced like 
himself that the downward course of his malady was 
over, and that the uphill tyork was now to begin. 

After he had spoken to me for nearly half an 
hour, one of his aides-de-camp came up to him, and 
said: “Not another word, your Royal Highness". 
He shook my hand : I looked up to him full of 
hope ; it was for the last time. He himself, I 
believe, retained his hopefulness to the very end. 
The Greeks said : “ Those whom the gods love die 
youtig". When the Prince Consort died, and when 
the Emperor Frederick died, one felt inclined to 
say : “ Those whom all men love die young". Five 
reigns have thus passed before my eyes, those 
of P'rederick William HI., 1797-1840; Frederick 
William IV., 1840-1861; Wilhelm 1 ., 1861-1888; 
Frederick HI., 1888; Wilhelm 11 ., 1888; and if 
there is one lesson which their history teaches us, 
and which everybody should take to heart, it is that 
the wonderful work which they have achieved is 
due to the hard work, the determined purpose, and 
the persevering industry of these sovereigns. I 
did not know much of the personal work of Frederick 
Williami HI., but, beginning with Frederick William 
IV. to the present Eimperor, I have had occasional 
glimpses of their private life, enough to show that 
none -of these men looked upon his place in life as 
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a sinecure. In no case was their throne an easy 
chair. Their bed was in very truth a bed of iron, 
not a bed of roses. These sovereigns have been 
at work day and night ; they have shared not only 
in the triumphs, but in the privations and sufferings 
of their army. I shall never forget, when 1 was at 
Ems in 1871, passing the house where the old 
Emperor resided ; and there in the first storey, be- 
hind a green curtain, one could clearly see him 
standing at his desk, with a lamp by his side,, read- 
ing and signing despatches, while everybody else 
enjoyed the cool air of the evening, nay, long 
after most people had gone to bed. The Emperor 
Frederick, before he was Emperor, was unhappy 
about one thing only, that he had not work enough 
to do. and if there is a sovereign indefatigable in 
the service of his country it is surely the present 
King of Prussia, the German Pmiperor. I must 
say no more, for I have made it a rule in these 
Recollections not to say anything about living 
persons, least of all royalties. Besides, through all 
my life I have tried to follow the rule that Ruskin 
lays down for himself; “ In every person who comes 
near you look for what is good and strong ; honour 
that ; rejoice in it, and, as you can, try to imitate 
it ”. 

Though I did not see much of Prince Albert — I 
am thinking of the time when he was still called 
Prince* Albert, and not yet the Prince Consort--I 
heard much about him, partly from Bunsen, who 
admired him greatly, partly through one ctf his 
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private secretaries, my old friend Dr. Karl Meyer.’ 
By this time the world knows not only the npbility 
of the Prince’s character, but the strength of his 
intellect, his unceasing industry, and his loyal de- 
votion to his Queen and country. But there was a 
time when those who knew him felt indignant, nay, 
furious, at the treatment which he received in P-ngr 
land. It would be well if that page could be torn 
out of the history of England, and as she who 
suffered most has long forgiven, if not forgotten, 
who has a right to renovare dolor es? A])art from 
all personal considerations, it seemed a most extra- 
ordinary hallucination to imagine that he who was 
the consort of the Queen should exercise no influence 
on his wife. Human nature after all is superior even 
to the English constitution. One can imagine' a 
political philosopher indulging in so Utopian a theory 
as a marriage without influence, but that practical 
men, men of the world, men of common sense, 
should have imagined such a possibility — that Eng- 
lish statesmen should have imagined that a wife, 
because she was a Queen, would never be influenced 

* Dr. Meyer was a most interesting character. He had l:)een 
for years in Bunsen’s house, formerly private secretary to Schelling, 
the phihjsopher. He was a poet and a scholar, very strong in 
Welsh, having spent many years travelling about in Wales. He 
certainly was not cut out for life at court. After leaving England 
he spent the last years of his life as reader to the old Emperor of 
Cxermany ; a most faithful soul, and full of varied information. Some 
of his occasional poems were beautiful, his “ Bellone Orientalis 
a masterwork ; but they are all forgotten now. Dr. Meyer was 
devoted to the Prince, and much that the world does not know 
of him,* and never will know, I learnt at the time from Dr. Meyer. 
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hy her husband, will hardly sound credible to future 
historians. I remember only one analogous case. 
When Lord John Russell was proposed as Secretary 
for Foreign Affairs, several members of the Cabinet 
objected, fearing Lady Russell’s influence, and point- 
ing’ out the danger of Cabinet secrets oozing out 
through her indiscretion. • Lord Palmerston listened 
for a long time, and then turned to his colleagues 
arid said : “ Well, I see one remedy only — one of us 
must always sleep with them ”. When he saw 
blank consternation on the faces of his colleagues, 
Well, well,” he said, ‘'we shall take it by turns”. 
At a time when it was fully believed that Prince 
Albert had been taken to the Tower for high 
‘treason, no wonder that even a young German 
student who spent his days in the Bodleian Library 
should have been attacked as a spy. It was a 
passing niadness, and the wonder is that it passed 
without more serious consequences. 

Prince Albert took a most lively interest in a 
scheme which I had strongly advocated in The 
Times and elsewhere, namely, that there should be 
.a school of Oriental languages in thigland, as in 
every other country that has political and commercial 
relations with the East. I pointed out that for 
years PTance had maintained its Ecole dcs Langties 
Orienta/es vivantes ; that Austria had its Oriental 
School for the diplomatic service and for the edu- 
. cation of official interpreters ; that, long before the 
Afghan disaster, there was a professor teaching the 
Afghan language in the University of St. Peters- 
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burg (and, I may add now, that Prussia has a 
flourishing Oriental seminary in which even African 
languages are taught by professors and native 
teachers) ; but no one would listen to me except 
Prince Albert. The different offices, Foreign Office, 
Horse Guards, Colonial Office, etc., declared that 
interpreters could always be had, and that the best 
way to secure their fidelity. was to pay them well. 
That others might pay them better seemed never to 
have entered their minds. Prince Albert saw clearly 
the disadvantage under which England was labour- 
ing, nay, the danger that threatened her trade and her 
general influence in the F"ast. He spoke to Lord 
Granville, and Lord Granville wrote to me to make 
further proposals. This I did ; but beyond that 1 de- 
cided I would not go, for such was the feeling at that 
time, that the name of Prince Albert and my own, as 
that of a German scholar, would have been sufficient 
to wreck the whole scheme. 1 remember writing at 
the time to Prince Albert that we must wait till 
“ Her Majesty, Public Opinion, became more favour- 
able ”. In the meantime, to speak of commercial 
interests only, how much has England lost by her 
unwillingness to incur an expense which other 
countries have readily incurred, which the people of 
England have a right to demand, and which would 
not have amounted to anything like the cost of a 
single man-of-war ! The Prince of Wales took the 
same warm interest in the foundation of an Oriental 
school in London, as may be seen from the speech 
he delivered at the Royal Institution in 1890, when 
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the scheme of a school of Oriental languages was 
taken up by the Imperial Institute, but even his 
persuasive elocjuence has hitherto proved ineffectual 
to realise a wish that was so near his father’s heart, 
and of such enormous importance to English interests 
in the East. 

As I think it right to y.bstain from recording my 
recollections of royal persons still alive, I must say 
nothing of the stay of the young IVince of Wales 
at Oxford ; but, among the many things which I 
treasure in my memory, I may at least produce one 
small treasure, a sixpence, which I won from His 
Royal Highness at whist. I have always been a 
very bad whist player, but good luck would have it 
that I won a sixpence at Frewen Hall, the Prince’s 
residence at Oxford. The Prince maintained that 
I had calculated my points wrongly, but not being a 
courtier, I held my own, and actually appealed to 
General Bruce, When he decided in my favour, 
the Prince graciously handed me my sixpence, which 
I have kept ever since among my treasures. I may 
speak more fully of Prince Leopold, the late Duke 
of Albany, a deeply interesting character of whom 
much was expected, and in whom much has been 
lost. He was often a great sufferer while at Oxford, 
but when he was well, no one was so well as he was, 
no one looked more brilliant or more vigorous. His 
little dinner parties were charming. His tutor, Mr* 
(now Sir) R. Collins, knew how to collect his guests, 
and the Prince was the most excellent host. When- 
ever I had some distinguished man staying with me, 

16 
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a note was sure to come from the Prince, asking 
whether he might invite Emerson or Froude, or 
whoever it might be, and I well remember his 
adding: “You may tell Mr. Froude that I have 
read the whole of his ‘ History And so he had. 
Being often confined to his bed he had read a great 
deal, and was read to by ,his devoted tutor. Sir R. 
Collins. How many fond hopes centred in that 
life, and how anxious many of the best men that 
Oxford has produced were to inspire him with a 
love each of his own subject. Sanskrit, I soon 
perceived, had no chance. But for a time astronomy 
was in the ascendant, then history, then art. But 
there was always the danger to be guarded against 
of the young student becoming too much absorbed 
in any one subject, and losing that general sympathy 
with learning and art which is so desirable in a 
Prince. The Prince had a quick eye for small 
weaknesses, but his kindness was likewise extreme. 
I so well remember sitting by him at dinner, and 
enjoying the most exquisite real Johannisberger 
from the royal cellar. Prince Metternich used to 
send every year some of the best of his crue to the 
royalties represented at the Congress of Vienna, 
having received Johannisberg from that Congress. 
Prince Leopold knew how to appreciate the wines 
sent him from the royal cellar. “ They like port 
better at Oxford,” he said to me, “ but we shall keep 
to the Rheinwein^ It was really a quite exceptional 
wine, the aroma of it being perceptible even at the 
dinner-table. I quoted some of my father’s drinking 
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songs, “ Das Essen, nicht das Trinken, bracht uns 
urn’s Paradies,” etc. Many delightful evenings were 
thus spent in the Prince’s drawing-room. I often 
played a qtiatre mains with him, fearing only to 
touch and hurt his fingers, which was always most 
painful to him. But to return to the Johannisberger. 
Long after the Prince hael settled at Boyton, I was 
staying with him, and at dinner he .said : “ Now we 
must drink the health of the Prince.ss of Wales ; it 
is her birthday. I have one bottle left of the Oxford 
Rheinwein. I kept it for you. It has travelled 
about with me from place to place ; but there will 
be no more of it, it is the last bottle.” 

Once more the Prince was most kind to me un- 
der most trying circumstances. I was to dine at 
Windsor, and when 1 arrived my portmanteau was 
lost. I telegraphed and telegraphed, and at last the 
portmanteau was found at O.xford station, but there 
was no train to arrive at Windsor before 8'30. 
Prince Leopold, who was staying at Windsor, and 
to whom I went in my distress, took the matter in 
a most serious spirit. I thought I might send an 
excuse to say that I had had an accident and could' 
not appear at table; but he .said : “No, that is im- 
possible. If the Queen asks you to dinner, you 
must be there.” He then .sent all round the Castle to 
fit me out. Everybody seemed to have contributed 
some artigle of clothing — coat, waistcoat, tie, shorts, 
shoes and buckles. I looked a perfect guy, and I 
declared that I could not possibly appear before the 
Queen in that attire. I was actually penning a note 
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when the 8 ‘30 train arrived, and with it my luggag'e, 
which I tore open, dressed in a few minutes, and 
appeared at dinner as if nothing had happened. 

Fortunately the Queen, who had been paying a 
visit, came in very late. Whether she had heard of 
my misfortunes I do not know. But 1 was very 
much impressed w'hen h saw how, with all the 
devotion that the Prince felt for his mother, there 
was this feeling of respect, nay, almost of awe, that 
made it seem impossible for him to tell his own 
mother that I was prevented by an accident from 
obeying her command and a{>pearing at dinner. 

Oxford is an excellent place for seeing illustrious 
visitors from all parts of the world. It is the cyno- 
sure of all Americans, and it is strange to see how 
many travellers know all about the beauties of Ox- 
ford, and seem often to be quite unaware of the 
similar, nay, in some respects greater, beauties of 
Cambridge. There is only one drawback. Most 
travellers come to Oxford during the Long Vaca- 
tion, and during the Long Vacation most professors 
naturally go away. In that way I have missed 
seeing some people whose acquaintance I should 
have highly valued. I thus lost the pleasure of 
showing the late Emperor of Brazil the historical 
sights of Oxford, being absent when he passed 
through. He saw everything in a marvellously 
shoi't time, but then he was up sight-seeing at five 
in the morning. However, I made his acquaintance 
afterwards in Switzerland. We were staying at an 
obt-of-the-way place at Gimmelwald, and one day 
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about five in the morning there was a loud knock 
at my bedroom door. The whole wooden cottage 
trembled. When I got up to see what was the 
matter, I saw my friend Mr. Ralston, standing 
breathless on the staircase and saying, The Em- 
peror of Brazil wants to see you. He is staying at 
Interlaken, and has perswaded the Empress to stay 
another day to see you. But you must get up at 
once and take a carriage and drive to Interlaken.’' 
I did so, and was with the Emperor and Empress 
soon after breakfast. The Empress and the gentle- 
men-in-waiting were not in the best of humours on 
account of this unexpected delay in their journey. 
We had a long and undisturbed talk in a private 
room. I was sorry the Emperor would speak 
French, though, having been at school in Switzer- 
land, he spoke German quite as well. He was full 
of questions about Sanskrit literature and the.Vedic 
religion. I was amazed at his knowledge, for he 
had actually begun to study Sanskrit, and was fully 
aware of all the difficulties that had to be met be- 
fore we could hope to gain an insight into the heart 
of the ancient religion of the Vedic Rishis. He had 
a young German with him who acted as his tutor 
in Sanskrit, and likewise in Hebrew. It was very 
pleasant to be examined by a man who really knew 
what questions to ask, and who was bent on finding 
out by jiimself what the “ Rig Veda,” the .most 
Ancient of all the books in the world, really con- 
tained. Like many others he seemed to expect too 
much, and I had to tell him he must not be disap- 
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pointed, and that, though the Veda was certainly 
the oldest hook in the proper sense of that word, 
which had been preserved to us in an almost miracu- 
lous manner, still it bore already traces of a long 
growth, nay, even of a long decay of religious 
thought. If the Vedic poets were different from 
what we expected them tq be, it was our fault, not 
theirs. They showed us what the world was like in 
the second millennium it.c., and ii we thought that 
there was in that millenniummuchthat sounds childish 
and absurd to us, it is well that we should know that 
fact, and talk no longer of the mysterious or esoteric 
wisdom of the East. Like most students, the Em- 
peror wished to know the exact date of the Veda, 
and I did not find it easy to explain to him that 
where we have no contemporaneous history we can- 
not expect an exact chronology. If some scholars 
placed the Veda 5000 or 10,000 b.c., we should find 
it difficult to refute them, but we should gain nothing, 
it would be like one of the distant dates in Egyptian 
and Babylonian chronology, a mere point in vacuo. 
He was surprised when I confessed to him that even 
the low date of about 1200 li.c., which I had fi.xed 
upon, seemed to me too high rather than too low, and 
that I should feel it a relief if anybody could establish 
a lower date for at least .some of the Vedic hymns. I 
think the Emperor saw that in spite of this inevitable 
uncehainty, the “ Rig Veda ” would always maintain 
its unique position in the history of religion, nay,- 
of literature, being without an equal anywhere, and 
allowing us an insight into the growth of thought. 
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such as we find in no other literature. Whatever 
the antecedents of the Vedic religion may have been, 
however rudely its original features may have been 
effaced even before the beginning of the Br^hma^a 
period, we can still see here and there in the Veda 
some germ ideas, some thoughts requiring no ante- 
cedents, and in that .sense primitive, more primitive 
even than the thoughts of Egypt, Babylon, and Nine- 
veh, whatever their merely chronological antiquity 
may have been. 1 do not know how it happened — 
that from discussing the ancient names of metals and 
the relative value of gold and silver, as fi.xed, we do 
not know how, in Egypt, Babylon, and afterwards in 
Greece, in Italy, and the rest of the civilised world at 
about f to 15 — our conversation drifted away into 
financial cjuestions. Here I must have been betrayed 
into uttering some financial heresy, possibly savour- 
ing of bimetallism, for 1 well remember the Emperor 
becoming rather impatient and saying : “ 1 know all 
about that, and have studied the question for many 
years. Let us return to the Veda. 

After a xery pleasant luncheon we parted, and 
soon after the Emperor lost his Crown, as some 
would have it, because he had given too much thought 
and time to his studies instead of keeping in touch 
with the leaders of the different parties around his 
throne. However that may be, Brazil has not been 
long before regretting her learned Emperor. 1 
• heard afterwards that to the very end of his reign, 
and even when in exile, the Emperor kept his tutor 
and carried on his studies in Sanskrit and Hebrew. 
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When at Stockholm in 1889, attending the Inter- 
national Oriental Congress, under the auspices of 
the King of Sweden, I received a letter from the 
Emperor of Brazil giving an account of his Sanskrit 
studies. I .showed the letter to the King of Sweden, 
Oscar II., himself a man extremely well informed on 
Eastern literature, and full of the wannest sympathy 
for Oriental scholars and scholarship. He read the 
letter and sighed. “ I have no leisure for Sanskrit,” 
he said. “ I'he happy Emperor of Brazil has but 
one people to govern, I have two.” 

I might go on for a long time with my royal 
recollections, but it is, of course, impossible to do .so 
when living persons are concerned. Most of the 
royal persons with whom I was brought into con- 
tact were eminent among their peers, but were I to 
say what I think of them, 1 should at once be called 
ugly names — courtier, flatterer, etc. Such things 
cannot be helped, and the only excuse I could, per- 
haps, plead as a circonstancc attdnuante would be the 
reverence I imbibed with my mother’s milk for my 
own Duke and my own Duchess of Anhalt- De.s.sau. 

1 here is only one more sovereign about whom I 
may say a few words, the late Queen of Holland, 
highly gifted as she was. and most charming in 
society. She freciuently came to England ; ac- 
cording to the newspapers, as a friend and advocate 
of the, Emperor Napoleon. She was far too wise, 
however, to attempt to play such a part at the 
English court. But that she was much admired 
and won the hearts of many people in London is 
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certainly true. She came to lunch with Stanley at 
the Deanery. She had asked him to invite a 
number of literary men — Tennyson, Monckton 
Millies (Lord Houghton), Huxley, and .several 
more. We were waiting and waiting, but Tennyson 
did not appear. .Stanley suggested that we should 
not wait any longer, but ,the Queen refused to sit 
down before the great poet’s arrival. At last it was 
suggested that Tennyson might be mooning about 
in the Cloisters, and .so he was. He was caugbt, 
and was placed next to the Queen. The Queen 
knew wonderfully how to hide her Crown and put 
everybody at their case. .She took the conver.sation 
into her own hand.s, and kept the ball rolling during 
the whole luncheon. But she got nothing out of 
Tennyson. He was evidently in low spirits, and, 
sitting next to him, I could hear how to every 
question the Queen addressed to him he answered, 
“ Yes, Ma’am,” “ No, Ma’am,” and at last, by a great 
effort, “Ma’am, there is a good deal to be said on both 
sides of the question ”. He then turned to me and 
said in a whisper, but a loud whisper : “ 1 wish they 
had put some of you talking fellows next to Regina”. 

While I am finishing these “ Recollections of 
Royalties,” and sending the proof sheets to press, 
the last echoes of the greatest triumph that has ever 
been granted to royalty, which has ever been cele- 
brated by royalty, are vanishing from our ears. 
May those royal recollections never vanish from 
our memories! We need not, nay, we cannot 
exaggerate their importance. Magnificent as the 
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pageant has been of the Diamond Jubilee of the 
Queen of hhigland, what was invisible in it was far 
greater than what was so brilliantly visible in the 
royal procession passing through the crowded streets 
of London. Has there ever been an empire like 
the British, not excluding the Babylonian, the 
Persian, the Macedonian, , or the Roman empires.^ 
Sixty years of one reign is not a mere numerical 
expression ; no, it means permanent vitality, un- 
broken continuity, sustained strength and vigour, 
such as, I believe, have never been witnessed in any 
reign during the whole history of the world. 

And ILngland is not only the greatest, it is also 
the freest, country in the world, so free that even 
republics may well envy it its fresh and pure air ; 
and yet was there ever among the vast masses, rich 
and poor, a more universal outburst of hearty loyalty 
to the Throne, of personal love of the sovereign, 
than in the days of Queen Victoria’s Jubilee.^ 

It was said early in her reign by a royal and loyal 
thinker that constitutional government was then on 
its trial in England. wSo it was, but it has come 
out triumphant, and stronger than ever. Constitu- 
tional government under a royal protector will 
henceforth be recognised as the most perfect form 
of government which human ingenuity has been 
able to devise, after many centuries of patient and 
impdtient search. Royalty has proved its right to 
exist, and that under the sceptre of a Queen who, if 
compared to other sovereigns, will be famous not 
only for much that she has done, but also for much 
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that she has not done. Constitutional government 
has proved its superiority over any form of govern- 
ment by the triumph on 22nd June. 

If the people have been loyal to the Queen, how 
loyal has the Queen been to her people ; if her 
subjects have shared her joys and sorrows, how 
warmly has she taken the ^sufferings of her p(!ople to 
hc*art. Royalty has its dangers, and mankind has 
suffered much from kings and emperors, but the 
greatness of England during the last sixty years has 
cliiefly l:)een due to the mutual esteem and love of 
her people and their sovereign. The world will 
know henceforth one at least of the secret springs of 
England’s health and wealth and strength — namely, 
the true sympathy that for years has knitted ruler 
and ruled together. England has had great ministers 
and counsellors, but ask those ministers, who for 
years h^s l)een their truest and most trusted coun- 
sellor, and they will not hesitate in their answer. 
No wonder that England, celebrating the Sixty- 
years’ jubilee of her Sovereign, should have roused 
the admiration — and it may be, the envy also — of 
other nations. Let us hope that the admiration, so 
ungrudgingly bestowed, may last, and that the envy, 
if any, may pass away. “ Viel l^hr, viel Eeind ” is 
as true here as elsewhere. Let other nations blame 
and criticise, it is the highest compliment they can 
pay. But let them ponder what Europe would have 
been without England, what the world would have 
been without the sceptre of the wise and good 
Queen Victoria. 
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Often when I had related to my friends some 
of my painful experiences with begjrars and they 
laughed at me, “Wait,” I said, “I shall have my 
revenge ; and when I am unfit to do anything else, 
I shall write a book about Beggars”. Now it has 
sometimes happened to me of late that, when I had 
sat down to do the work to which I have been ac- 
customed for so many years, I could not get on at 
all, or if by a great effort of will I managed to do 
.something, it was of no use, and had to be done 
again. I felt, therefore, that the time had come 
for rest, or at all events, for a change of occupa- 
tion, and, though I had not yet sufficient time 
to spare for writing a whole book on beggars, I 
thought I might jot down a few of my experiences, 
not only as an amusement to myself, but possibly as a 
useful lesson to .some of my friends. It seems to me 
that my experience has been large, larger than that 
of most of my acquaintances. Why, I cannot tell ; 
but beggars, and extremely clever beggars too, have 
evidently singled me out as an easy prey,. They 
seem to have imagined — in fact they told me so 
again and again — that I was a rich man, and could 
well afford to help a poor beggar. They little knew 
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what a poor beggar I was myself, and how hard 
I have had to work through life to keep myself 
afloat, and to live as I was expected to live among 
my wealthy colleagues at Oxford. They would 
have smiled incredulously if I had told them how 
many hours, nay, how many weeks, a scholar has 
often to do the hardest drudgery without getting a 
penny for his work. He has often to be thankful 
if he can find a publisher for what is the outcome 
of years of hard labour. It is schoolbooks only that 
are remunerative, or novels and sermons, and novels 
he has to leave to his worldly, sermons to his un- 
worldly, fellow-labourers. 

Some of my beggar acquaintances were so clever 
and so well educated that they might easily have 
made a living for themselves ; but, as one of them 
told me when I thought I had made him thoroughly 
ashamed of himself, and quite confidential, they pre- 
ferred begging to any other kind of occupation. 
“ Talk of shooting partridges or pheasants,” he said, 
“talk of racing or gambling, there is no sport like 
begging. There must always be risk in sport, and 
the risk in begging is very great. You are fighting,” 
my half-penitent informant said, “against tremen- 
dous odds. You ring at the door, and you must 
first of all face a servant, who generally scrutinises 
you with great suspicion, and declines to take your 
name or your card, unle.ss you have a clean shirt 
and a decent pair of boots. 'I'hen, after yoii have 
been admitted to the presence, you have to watch 
every expression of your enemy or your friend, as 
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the case may be. You have to face the cleverest 
people in the world, and you know all the time that 
the slightest mistake in your looks or in the tone of 
your voice may lead to ruin. You may be kicked 
out of the house, and if you meet with a high-minded 
and public-spirited gentleman, who does not mind 
trouble and expense, you may find yourself in the 
hands of the police for trying to obtain money under 
false pretences. No,” he concluded, “I have 
known in my time what hunting and shooting and 
gambling are ; but I assure you there is no sport like 

begging.” 

What is one to do with such a visitor — in appear- 
ance, in manners, and in language, (juite a gentle- 
man, or a ci-devant gentleman, a man who has been 
at a university, and who, when asked, will translate 
a page of Homer to you very fairly, who bears, of 
course, a noble name, and has friends, as he gives 
you to understand, in every university or at every 
court in Europe — what is one to do with him, if not 
to accelerate his departure by means of a small gift, 
for which he is generally very grateful ? But that is 
really the worst one can do. For, on the strength of it, 
your noble sportsman will at once go to other covers, 
to all your friends, tell them that you have helped him, 
describe your generosity, your room, your dog, your 
cat, and thus among your unsuspecting friends secure 
a fresh ^bag, dearer to him, if you may believe him, 
than any number of pheasants and partridges. 

The information which these beggars possess is 
quite astounding. They have stepped into my 
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room, and given me the most minute information 
about my friends and relations in Germany, who 
live in a small and little-known town, describing 
their houses, their gardens, their dogs — everything, 
in fact, to show that they had been on the most 
familiar terms with them. This happened to me 
some years ago when the organisation among the 
foreign beggars in London was far more perfect 
than it is, or seems to be, at jiresent. It may be, of 
course, that they know that an old fox who has been 
hunted again and again is difficult to catch. Any- 
how, I have not of late heard of any such exploits 
as, unfortunately, I have had to suffer from in former 
years. 

It was after the Schleswig-Holstein war, in about 
1850, that one morning a young military-looking 
man stepped into my room. He limped, and told 
me he had still a ball in his leg, which must be 
removed. He presented himself as an officer in the 
Danish Army — the only officer who had joined the 
rebels, the Schleswig- Holsteiners — and had been 
taken prisoner at the battle of Idstedt in 1850. He 
described most graphically how he was confronted 
with his former Danish comrades, how his epaulettes 
were torn off, how his sword was broken, and he 
himself sent to a military prison, previous, as he 
thought, to being fusilU for high treason. All this 
naturally appealed to my sympathy, and then he 
went oh telling me, in the most confidential way, 
that when at last sentence of death had been pro- 
nounced against him, he knew quite well that it would 
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never be carried out, because the Queen of Denmark 
was his dearest friend, and would never have allowed 
such a thing. ‘‘Give me some paper,” he said ; “ I 
must write to my beloved Queen, and tell her I am 
safe in England. She will be in deep distress till 
she hears of me.” He sat down and wrote a letter, 
wEich he wished me to read. I only saw the begin- 
ning of it : that was quite enough ; it was in a style 
which only the most devoted lover could have used. 
That letter was stamped — I supplied the stamps — 
dropped into the pillar-box, sent to Copenhagen, 
and must have been delivered to the Queen, though 
I doubt its being preserved in the royal archives. 
And that was not all. In a few days a letter came 
from Copenhagen, delivered by post, which again 
I was asked to read, but declined. I did not wish 
to pry into State or Court secrets. But all this 
showed, at all events, how cleverly the whole scheme 
had been laid, so that a confederate could send from 
Copenhagen a letter apparently written by the 
Queen, in answer to a letter despatched to her a 
few days before. I was completely taken in. The 
young officer went to London to have the ball ex- 
tracted. I doubt now whether there was any ball 
to extract. There he made many acquaintances, 
and was helped by some very influential people. I 
remember one, who afterwards rose to the highest 
post i© our Diplomatic Service, and was at that 
time known among his friends as never hiving a 
five-pound note in his possession. He gave him 
;^io, and when I asked him : “ But, my dear fellow^ 
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where in the world did you get that ten-pound 
note ? ” he used, as was his wont, very strong lan- 
guage, and said : “ I borrowed it from the porter at 
my club”. This little comedy went on for some 
time. The man himself must have enjoyed his 
sport thoroughly, and he never lost his presence of 
mind. I still think that he jnust have been at one time 
in the Danish Service, as he possessed very accu- 
rate information about I )anish officials and Danish 
affairs in general, though in what capacity he served 
his country and his Queen has never been found out. 
His ostensible correspondence with the Queen con- 
tinued for some time. Itven remittances arrived, 
as we were told from his royal patroness, but most 
of his funds were drawn, I am sorry to say, from 
Itnglish pockets, and might have served some better 
purpose. As far as I remember — for I am trying 
to recall events that happened nearly filty years ago 
a collection was made tor our clever adventurer, 
and he left Kngland uninjured to look for more 
dupes in the United States. 

Though I might have learnt a lesson, I have to 
confess that hardly a month passed without some- 
thing of the .same kind happening to me. Few 
swindlers were so clever or had their schemes so 
beautifully prepared as my Danish friend, but I 
generally felt whenever 1 was taken in that I could 
hardly have acted differently. Nay, when I mus- 
tered courage to say “No,” I often regretted it. 
Let me give an instance. A gentleman steps into 
your room, tells you that he has been robbed, offers 

17 
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you his gold watch, and asks you to lend him a 
pound to pay his bill at the hotel. What are you to 
do ? I declined to advance any money, particularly 
as my visitor behaved rather like a sturdy beggar, 
and what was the consequence.? He broke out into 
violent abuse, mentioned a number of newspapers 
whose correspondent he prpfessed to be, and told me 
1 .should rue the day when I had insulted him. And 
it was not a vain threat. From time to time I 
received extracts, not indeed from 2'he Times or the 
Ddbats or the Augsburger Zeilung, but from some 
obscure local papers, with violent tirades against me 
as an ignoramus, as a Jesuit, as a German spy, as a 
hard-hearted miser, etc. For all I know, the man 
may have been in momentary distress, but was I to 
open a pawnbroker’s shop in my house .? 

There was a time, and it lasted for several years, 
when a man, though he never tried his hand on me, 
victimised a large number of my friends. He called 
himself my brother, evidently unaware of the fact 
that I never had a brother. He must have taken 
the “ Clergy List,” for week after week came letters 
from my friends, mostly clergymen in London who 
had known me at Oxford and who had been swin- 
dled by my brother. 

Twice The Times was kind enough to print a 
letter from me in large type to warn my friends. 
It was of no use. I seldom went to London 
without some friend coming up to me and asking 
after my brother, or expressing himself thoroughly 
ashamed of having allowed him.self to be so stupidly 



BEGGAKS. 


259 


victimised by a common impostor. One friend told 
me that he was so convinced that the man was a 
swindler that he had him turned out of the house. 
But then it struck him that after all the man might 
really be my brother, who only wanted a ticket to 
go to O.xford, so he rushed into the street after him, 
apologised, and pressed a sovereign into his hand. 
“ Xhere were telegraphs in those days, and why did 
you not telegraph to me ? ” I said. But my brother 
went on unabashed. He once called at the house 
of Lord W., telling the old story of having been 
robbed, and wanting a ticket to go to Oxford to see 
his dear brother. Lord W. was not to be taken in 
so easily, but Lady VV., who came into the room 
and heard the story, said to the young man ; “ Per- 
haps you are not aware that you are speaking to a 
very near relation of your brother, who is the 
husband of my niece ? ” The man never llinched, 
but was rushing up to Lady W. to shake hands 
most affectionately and to embrace her, if she had 
not beaten a sudden retreat. Lord W. was quite 
convinced that the man was an impudent beggar, 
took him to the front door, and told him to be gone. 
“ Would you tell your servant to call a cab for me, ” 
he said, “ to go to the station ” A servant, who 
was present, hailed a cab. “ Please to give the 
man half a crown,” my brother said, d he half- 
crown was given, and the man got away unharmed, 
having swindled one of the cleverest financial men 
in London out of half a crown. Only a few minutes 
after, my wife called at her aunt’s house, and re- 
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gretted that she was just too late to make the long- 
desired personal acquaintance of my lost brother. 

After carrying on this business for more than two 
years in England, and chiefly in London, the place 
seems to have become too hot at last. He vanished 
from the soil of Itngland without ever having called 
on his brother at Oxford, ^and the next I heard of 
him was through some friends in New Zealand, 
who had suffered as others had suffere.d before in 
Ttngland. 

'I'he worst of such experiences is that they make 
us very hard-hearU;d. One believes nothing that a 
man tells one who comes begging to the door. And 
yet how much of real misery there is ! It is a 
problem which really seems to admit of no solution. 
Of cour.se we must not expect angels to come to us 
in the disguise of beggars. All beggars are more 
or less disreputable ; not one of them would venture 
to tell the true story of his life. Yet they generally 
have something to say for themselves, and they 
hardly know the mischief they are doing by making 
it impossible for any one with any self-respect to 
believe the old, old stories which they are telling. 
They say : “What can we do.^ We must say some- 
thing to appeal to your pity, and the unvarnished 
tale of our life is too long and too dry, and not 
likely to excite your sympathy.” All this is true, 
but whTat is to be done to alleviate or to cure this 
terrible evil of poverty and beggary? Nothing- 
really seems to remain but to adopt the example of 
the Buddhists, and give to the beggar a recognised 
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status in society. The Buddhists have no poor 
rates, but whoever is admitted to the brotherhood 
has a right to go round the village or town once or 
twice a day, to hold out his begging bowl, and to 
take home to his monastery whatever is given him. 
No householder likes these Bhikshus or beggars to 
depart from his house without having received a 
gift, however small, while the Bhikshu himself is 
not degraded, but enjoys, on the contrary, the same 
respect which the begging friars enjoyed during the 
middle ages. Even in later times we hear in 
Scotland of the Gaberlunzie men, and elsewhere of 
Bedesmen, Bluegowns, etc., all forming a kind of 
begging fraternity, and having a recognised position 
in society. 

Free above Scot-free, that observe no laws, 

Obey no governor, use no religion, 

But what they draw from their own ancient custom, 

Or constitute themselves, yet they are no rebels. 

“ Anti(|uary,” chap. xii. 

All this is extinct now, but the beggar is not extinct, 
and never will be, as we are told. What then is to 
be done ? for we are all more or less responsible for 
their existence. It seems to me that there is only 
one thing to be done, namely, to give up, every one 
of us, whatever quotum of our income we think 
right, and to hand it over to such societies as take 
the trouble to find out for us some not quite un- 
deserving poor. Our Charity Organisation Society 
does no doubt much good, but it should have another 
branch, the members of which should be understood 



202 AUI.D LANG SYNE. 

to give, say, a tenth part, or any other quotum of 
their annual income for charitable purposes. Such 
a society existed formerly. The members of it 
were not subjected to any inquisitorial questions. 
They simply declared that they would regularly 
devote a tenth of their income to the alleviation of 
poverty, and they were Ipft perfectly free to do it 
each in his own way. What has become of that 
society ? The organiser and leading spirit of it 
died, and no one seems to have taken it uj) 
again. 

There is, however, one class of beggars and im- 
postors more objectionable than any — people who 
do not beg for money, but borrow, and never mean 
to return either the money or any thanks. I have 
known of a good many cases where young men visit- 
ing Oxford and having made a few accjuaintances 
among the undergraduates, were invited to dinner in 
college, and not only borrowed from their young com- 
panions, but, introduced by their young friends, ran 
up bills among the tradesmen of the town, and then 
quietly slipped away, leaving their friends to satisfy 
their creditors as best they could. All this goes on, 
and it seems impossible to stop it. Even if now and 
then these swindlers make a mistake, and place them- 
selves within the clutches of the law, what satis- 
faction is it to keep them in prison for a month or 
two.^ No one knows their real names. They are 
boarded and fed at the expense of the country, and 
enjoy a little rest from their labours. That is all. 
They go in and come out of prison as if nothing 
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had happened, and all they have learnt in prison is 
how to be more careful in future. 

Who can doubt that there is much poverty and 
suffering, even undeserved suffering, among the 
poor, more particularly among poor foreigners in 
London ? The Society for the Relief of Foreigners 
in Distress does much, but that much is but like a 
drop of milk in an ocean of salt water. The stories 
of the applicants printed each year, and carefully 
sifted by the committee, are simjdy heartrending. 
And those who go to .see for themselves often wish 
they had never crossed the thresholds of these 
hovels in which whole families live huddled up 
together, hungry, sick, dying, dead. One feels 
utterly hopeless and helpless at the sights one sees. 
One might as well jump into the Atlantic to save a 
sinking vessel and a drowning crew as attempt to 
rescue this drowning humanity. 

And the men, after all, can help themselves. They 
can work, they may fight and beg, and even steal, 
and be sent to prison. But what is the fate of the 
poor unfortunate women I 

There is one more class of beggars, though they 
would indignantly protest against such a name, who 
have given me great trouble. 1 hey are gentlemen 
who have something to sell and who are willing to 
sell it to you as a great favour. In Oxford these 
gentlemen have generally manuscripts to sell, ancient, 
valuable, unique. As I spent a good deal of my 
time at the Bodleian Library,, and was there every 
day for several years as Oriental librarian, I made 
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some curious acquaintances. After some time I 
never trusted a man who offered to sell scarce 
manuscripts or unique books to the library. My 
experiences were many, most of them painful. 
Perhaps the most interesting was when we received 
a visit from the famous forger Simonides. For- 
tunately his fame had preceded him. There had 
been a full account of his doings and misdoings 
abroad, yet he arrived quite unabashed with a I30X 
full of Greek MSS. I had warned our librarian, 
the Rev. H. O. Coxe, and it was amusing to watch 
the two when their potcrparlcrs began. wSimonides 
— so called, not because he was a descendant of the 
poet Simonides, but (with a long /) because his 
ancestor was one Simon, a Jew — addressed the 
librarian half in ancient Greek, half in modern 
English. He knew both equally well. His man- 
ners were most engaging. The librarian was equally 
polite, and began to examine some of the Greek 
MSS. “ 'Fhese are of small value,’’ Simonides said, 
they are modern. What century would you assign 
to them ” The librarian assigned the thirteenth 
century to them, and Simonides fully agreed. He 
then went on producing MS. after MS., but claiming 
for none of them more than the twelfth or tenth 
century. All went on most amicably, until he pro- 
duced some fragments of an uncial Greek MS. 
The librarian opened his eyes wide, and, examining 
them very carefully, put .some of them aside for 
further consideration. Becoming more and more 
confidential, Simonides at last produced a real 
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treasure. “This,” he said, “ought to repose no- 
where but in the Bodleian Library. And what 
century would you assign to it, Mr. Librarian ? ” 
Simonides said with a smile and a re.spectful bow. 
Mr. Coxe turned over a few pages, and, looking 
very grave, though never quite without his usual 
twinkle, “ The second half of the nineteenth century, 
sir,” he said, “and now pack up your M.SS. and 
Apage (begone) ”. 

Simonides did as he was told, and, with an injured 
expression, walked away. Next day he wrote a 
Greek letter to the librarian, bitterly complaining 
about the Apage, and offering some more MSS. for 
his inspection. But all was in vain ; too much had 
been discovered about him in the meantime. He 
was certainly a most extraordinary man — a scholar 
who, if he had applied his ingenuity to editing 
instead of forging (ireek MS.S., might have held a 
very high position. His greatest achievement was, 
of course, the newly discovered Greek text of the 
history of ancient Hgypt by Uranios. The man 
possessed a large quantity of later Greek MS.S. It 
seems that in the Eastern monasteries, where he sold, 
he also acquired some Greek MSS., by what means 
we must not ask. He tried several of these MSS. 
with chemicals to see whether, as was the Aishion 
during the middle ages, the parchment on which 
they were written had been used before, and the old 
writing scraped off in order to get writing material 
for some legends of Christian saints or other modern 
compositions. When that has been the .case, 
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chemical appliances bring out the old writing very 
clearly, and he knew that in this way some very old 
and valuable Greek texts had been recovered. . In 
that case the old uncial writing comes out generally in 
a dark blue, and bexomes quite legible as underlying 
the modern Greek text. As Simonides was not 
lucky enough to discover or recover an ancient 
Greek text, or what is called a Palimpsest MS., the 
thought struck him that he might manufacture such 
a treasure, which would have sold at a very high 
price. Hut even this did not satisfy his ambition. 
He might have taken the text of the Gospels and 
written it between the lines of one of his modern 
Greek MSS., adding some startling various readings. 
In that case detection vrould have seemed much 
more difficult. But he soared higher. He knew 
that a man of the name of Uranios had written a 
history of P'gypt which was lost. Simonides made 
up his mind to write himself in ancient Greek a 
history of Kgy[)t such as he thought Uranios might 
have written. And, deep and clever as he was, he 
chose Bunsen’s “Egypt” and Lepsius’ “Chrono- 
logy ” as the authorities which he faithfully followed. 
After he had finished his Greek text, he wrote it in 
dark blue ink and in ancient uncial Greek letters 
between the letters of a Greek MS. of about 1200 
A. I). Anybody who knows the smallness of the 
letters in such a MS. can appreciate the enormous 
labour it must have been to insert, as it were, 
beneath and between these minute lines of each 
letter the supposed earlier writing of Uranios, so 
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that the blue ink should never encroach on the small 
but true Greek letters. One single mistake would 
have been fatal, and such is the knowledge which 
antiquaries now possess of the exact changes of 
Greek letters in every century that here, too, one 
single mistake in the outline of the old uncial letters 
would have betrayed the, forger. 

When Simonides had finished his masterpiece, 
lit: boldly offered it to the highest tribunal, the Royal 
Berlin Academy. The best chemists of the time 
examined it microscopically, and could find no flaw. 
Lepsius, the great Egyptologist, went through the 
whole text, and declared that the book could not be 
a forgery, because no one except U ranios could have 
known the names of the ancient Egyptian kings and 
the right dates of the various dynasties, which were 
exactly such as he had settled them in his books. The 
thought that .Simonides might have consulted these 
very books never entered anybody’s mind. Great was 
the e.xcitement in the camp of the Egyptologists, and, 
though the price demanded by Simonides was shame- 
fully extravagant, Bunsen persuaded the then King 
of Prussia, Frederick William IV., to pay it and to 
secure the treasure for Berlin. Dindorf, the famous 
Greek scholar, had been entrusted by .Simonides 
with the editing of the text, and he had chosen the 
Clarendon Press at Oxford to publish the first speci- 
men of it. In the meantime unfavourable reports 
of Simonides reached the German authorities, and 
during a new e.xamination of the MS. some irregu- 
larities were detected in the shape of the uncial M. 
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and at last one passage was discovered by a very 
strong microscope where the blue ink had run across 
the letters pf the modern Greek text. No doubt 
could then remain that the whole MS. was a forgery. 
Part of it had actually been printed at the Clar- 
endon Press, and I was able to secure six copies 
of Dindorfs pamphlet, which was immediately de- 
stroyed, and has now become one of the scarcest 
books in any library. After I had .secured my copy, 
1 read on the first page /c«r' iStor, which was 

intended for “ According to my idea ”. 1 went 

straight to the then Master of Balliol, Dr. Scott, of 
Cireek Lexicon fame. I asked him whether he 
thought such an expre.ssion possible before; the 
fifteenth century a.d. He took down his Stephanus, 
but after looking for some time and hesitating, he ad- 
mitted at last that such an expression was certainly not 
quite classical. Simonides had, of course, to refund 
the money, and was sent to prison, never to apj^ear 
again in the libraries of Piurope. A number of his 
forgeries, however, exist in England, in public and 
private collections ; among them portraits of the 
Virgin Mary and some of the Apostles pciinted by 
St. Imke, a copy of Homer withsa dedication from 
Perikles to the tyrant of Syrakuse, other Greek 
MSS. written on paper made of human skin, etc. 
His forged MS, of Uranios was such a masterpiece 
that he was offered .;^ioo for it, but he declined, and 
I have never been able to find out what has been 
the end of it. 

Some years afterwards another forger of the name 
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of Shapira offered to the British Museum some 
scrolls of parchment containing the text of the Penta- 
teuch from the hand of Moses. They, too, were 
very closely criticised, and w^ere exhibited for some 
time at the Museum ; nay, a Commission was ap- 
pointed to report on the MwS., for which, very 
naturally, an enormous sum was dcananded. It was 
perfectly well known, of course, among Semitic 
scholars that writing for literary purposes was un- 
known at the time of Moses, and that the very 
al|)habet used by the forger belonged to a much later 
period. Poor JShapira, whose name had already 
become notorious as connected with the s[)urious 
Moabite antiquities, which he had sold at Berlin, 
professed to be so dejected when the fraud was dis 
covered, a fraud, as he slated, not committed by 
himself, but practised on him by some Arabs, that 
he wemt to Belgium, and there, according to the 
newspapers, committed suicide ; while some of his 
victims maintained that even then the newspaper 
paragraphs on his suicide were a forgery, and that 
he had retired from an ungrateful world under ihv, 
veil of a new name. 

It is extraordinary how low a man may sink who 
once takes to this kind of trade. A Greek gentle- 
man whom I knew, and who moved in the very best 
society in London, who held a responsible position 
in a bank, where he was trusted with any amount of 
money roused the^ suspicions of the authorities in 
the coin department of the British Museum. He 
possessed himself a very valuable collection of ancient 
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coins, and was admitted to all the privileges of a 
special student of numismatics. 

Nearly all the employees of the British Museum 
were his personal friends, and no one would have 
ventured to doubt his honour. However, some 
unique specimens of Greek coins disappeared, or 
rather were found to be rcy^)laced by inferior speci- 
mens. A trap was laid, and there remained little 
doubt that he had transferred the better specimens 
to his own collection, substituting inferior specimens 
in his possession. At first no one would believe it, 
but an English jury found him guilty, and he was 
condemned to five years’ penal servitude. Great 
efforts were made by some of the Foreign Ministers, 
and by the directors of the bank in which he had 
been employed, and a pardon was obtained for him 
on condition of his never returning to England. 
When, however, inquiries were made as to his be- 
haviour in the hulks where he had been detained in 
the meantime, it turned out that this perfect gentleman 
had behtxved there worse than the lowest criminal, 
so that it was quite out of the question to release 
him, and he was kept to serve his full sentence. 
What may have become of him afterwards, who 
knows? But it shows how scientific devotion can 
go hand in hand with moral degradation, nay, can 
blunt the conscience to such an extent that exchange 
seems no robbery, and even the abstraction of a 
book from a public or private library is looked upon 
as a venial offence. MSS. have again and again 
disappeared from libraries, and have been returned 
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after the death of the scholar who took them, show- 
ing, at least, a late repentance. But I have also 
kiiQwn of cases where MSS. seemed to have 
vanished and suspicion fell on scholars who had 
consulted them last, while after a time the MSS. 
turned up again, having been placed in a wrong 
place in the library ; which, of course, in a large 
library is tantamount to throwing them out of 
window. 

There was a well-known case in the same coin- 
room of the British Museum, where, during a visit 
of a number of gentlemen and ladies, it was observed 
that a very valuable and almost unique Sicilian coin 
had disappeared. All the gentlemen present in the 
room at the time had to be searched, and no one 
objected except one. He protested his innocence, 
but declared that nothing would induce him to allow 
his pockets to be searched. All the other visitors 
were allowed to go home, but he was detained while 
the coin-room was swept, and every corner searched 
once more. At last the missing coin was found in 
a chink of the floor. 

Every apology was made to the suspected person, 
but he was asked why he had so strongly objected 
to being searched. He then jiroduced from his 
pocket another specimen of the very same coin. “ I 
came here,” he said, “to compare my .specimen, 
which is very perfect, with the only other specimen 
which IS thought to be superior to mine, and almost 
unique in the world. Now, suppose,” he added, 
“ that you had not found your coin, and had fgund 
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my specimejii in my j)ocket, would anybody hav^e 
believed in my innocence?” 

Such cases will hapjoen, though no doubt a man 
must have been born under a very unlucky star to 
come in for such a trial. In most museums unique 
specimens are now never shown except under [)re- 
cautions wdiich make such accidents, as well as 

r 

deliberate thefts, almost impossible. 

After all the sad experiences which one has had, 
it is [)erhaps quite right that we should shut our 
e.ars and our houses against all beggars, whether in 
rags or in the disguise of gentlemen. Hut even 
our servants have hearts, and though they have 
orders not to admit beggars, they often are, or 
imagine they are, better judges than ourselves. I 
know that they sometimes give something where 
their masters, rightly or wrongly, dcicline to do any- 
thing. Physical suffering appeals to them, though 
they also have learnt how^ beggars who ask tor a 
crust of bread throw' aw^ay w^hat has been given 
them as soon as they leave the house. 

I remember once my servant coming in and say- 
ing : “ There is a poor man at the door, I believe he 
is dying, sir ! ” I confe.ss I did not believe it, but I 
went to see him, and he looked so ill that the doctor 
had tp be sent for. 'Fhe doctor declared he was in 
the last stage of consumption, and I was glati to 
send him to the Infirmary. 

He was a poor tailor, a German by birth, but who 
had lived many years in England and spoke Eng- 
lish perfectly well. Being well taken care of, he 
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got better for a time. I went to see him and tried 
to cheer him as well as I could. He was surprised 
to ^ee me, and said with a frown : Why do you 
come to see me ? ” I said that he seemed quite alone 
in the world, without any friends or relations in 
England. 

‘‘ Friends and relations ! ” he said. “ I have never 
had any in all my life.” 

“ You had father and mother?” I said. 

“ No,” he answered, “ I never had. I never 
knew anybody that belonged to me. I was brought 
up at a Government school for poor children, was 
apprenticed to a tailor, and when I was quite young 
sent to ICngland, where I have been working in 
different places for nearly twenty years. 1 have 
never begged, and have always been able to support 
myself.” 

He told me the name of the tailor for whom he 
had been working in Oxford, and I received the 
most satisfactory account both from his employer 
and from the men with whom he had been working. 

“Why do you come to see me?” he .said again 
and again. “ No one has ever been kind to me. I 
want to die ; I have nothing to care for in this 
world. The few things that belong to me I wish to 
leave to the poor servant girl in the house where 
I have last been at work, the little money in my 
purse may go to the Infirmary. I know no one 
. else; ncf one cares for me, or has ever cared for me.” 

Who can imagine such a life ? Without father 
or mother, without friends, without the sen.se of 

tS 
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belonging to anybody in the world, of ever being 
loved or pitied by a single human soul. Even the 
idea of a kind and loving Father in heaven had. no 
meaning for him. His one wish was to have done 
with it all. It was no trouble to him to leave this 
world and to cease from stitching. He could not 
even express anything like gratitude. All he could 
say was that it was so strange that any one should 
care for him, and come to see him. He passed 
away without suffering, anyhow without a sound of 
complaint. Whatever he left was given to the poor 
servant girl, who was equally surprised that the 
poor tailor should have thought of her. What an 
empty, purposeless life it seemed to have been, and 
yet his, too, was a precious soul, and meant to be 
more on earth than a mere sewing machine. 

Yes, now and then one can do a little good, even 
to professional beggars ; but very, very .seldom — 
and it is right that such cases should be known and 
remembered. The most difficult people to deal 
with are educated young foreigners, who always 
came to me with the same tale. Some of them 
were hardened sinners, and had to end their visits 
to Oxford and to the always open rooms of under- 
graduates in college, with a visit to our gaol. I 
have no doubt whatever that some of them belonged 
to good families, and had received an excellent 
education. Some of them had run away from home 
with a woman they had fallen in love with ; others 
may have committed some crime, mostly while 
serving in the army, and had tried to escape punish- 
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ment by deserting. But there were others who had 
come to England to learn English, hoping to sup- 
port themselves by giving lessons, for as soon as a 
foreigner arrives in England he imagines that a 
dozen people are ready to learn his language, which 
in many cases he is quite unable to teach. I re- 
member one of this class whom, by mere accident, 
I was able to help. He came to me in a ragged 
and very disreputable state. He told me he was 
starving, and wished me to find pupils for him at 
Oxford. Well, I managed with some effort to get 
hold of him and shake him. He showed that he 
knew Greek and Latin, and his German was that of 
an educated man. “ My dear fellow,” I said, “how 
in the world did you sink so low ? ” He saw that 1 
meant it, and, with tears in his eyes, told me his 
simple, and this time true, story. He had been a 
teacher in a well-known German watering-place, and, 
as he had several English pupils, he was anxious to 
perfect himself in English. He arrived in London 
without knowing anybody, and wdth but a small 
sum of money left. “ I don’t know w'hat hapjDened 
to me,” he said ; “I must have had a very serious 
illness, and I was told that for weeks 1 was in a 
delirious fever. When I came to myself, I was in a 
miserable hovel occupied by a poor German family 
in Whitechapel. I know nothing about them, nor 
how I had fallen into their hands. But they had 
.taken rfie in ; they had nursed me, as I found out, 
for several weeks ; and they now asked me to repay 
what they had spent on me. My money was gone ; 
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I knew no one who would have sent me any money 
from Germany. My Whitechapel friends were 
kind to me, and at last they advised me, as I krjew 
Greek and Latin, to go to Oxford and Cambridge 
and beg. I did not like it at all ; but what could I 
do ? I owed them the money, and I had no means 
of earning anything in London. I was starving, 
and my friends had little to eat and drink them- 
selves.” I believed his story, and this time I had 
no reason to regret it. The master of a school for 
boys near London had written to me to recommend 
a German teacher as a stop-gap. I wrote to him, 
giving him a full account of my man, and told him 
that he had experience in teaching, and wished to 
stay for a time in England to improve his know- 
ledge of English. The master said he would give 
him a trial. I told the young man to get rid of 
every article of clothing he had on, and had him 
clothed as well as I could before I sent him off. 
He acquitted himself admirably at the school, and 
his first thought was to pay the poor Samaritans in 
Whitechapel for what they had done for him. After 
a time he went back to Germany to resume his 
work as a teacher of German at the fashionable 
watering-place he had come from ; and for several 
years I regularly received letters of thanks from 
him, telling me how v/ell he was getting on in the 
world, that he was happily married, and hoped that 
he would see me once more, though not in E'ngland, 
but at his watering-place in Germany. Here I had 
my . reward. 
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During the first year I was in England I some- 
times saw harrowing scenes among the poor German 
fanfilies stranded and wrecked in London. These 
poor people flocked to the Prussian Legation. 
Generally they could only .see the porter. If they 
were lucky, they .saw a secretary ; and, if very 
lucky, the Minister himself, Bunsen, came to see 
them in the hall. Now and then 1 was sent to find 
out what might be true in the heart-rending stories 
they told. And often there was plenty of truth in 
them. Father, mother, and children had been 
tempted away from a small village in the Black 
Forest or the Erzgebirge. They had been told 
that England was made of gold and silver, and that 
they had only to scratch the soil to get as much as 
they wanted and bring it home. They believed it 
all, and when they saw the glistening white chalk 
cliffs near Dover, they thought they were all of 
silver. Then when they came to London, the 
misery began, and began very soon. They were 
hungry, the children were sickly, and there was 
nothing for them to do to earn an honest penny. 
Nothing remained but to earn dishonest pennies, 
and in this they were readily helped by all the 
people around them. 

I cannot tell the harrowing scenes 1 saw. Those 
who care to know what is going on among the poor 
German families in London should go themselves, 
.and thej'’ would see more than they would wish ever 
to have seen. One case I shall never forget, and it 
is perhaps as well that people should know th.ese 
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things. In one room on a miserable bed there lay 
a poor girl, quite young, who had given birth to a 
child. The child had fortunately died. 7'he people 
about her had been kind to her, and done all they 
could be expected to do. But, oh ! the sad, half- 
delirious face of the dying mother, for there could 
be no doubt that she was dying. And what was 
her story ? As far as I could find out from the 
women about her, she was the daughter of a Ger- 
man clergyman. A young Englishman had come 
to their vicarage to learn German. He had fallen 
in love with his pretty German teacher, and the 
poor girl had fallen in love with him. He had 
promised her marriage, and when she could no 
longer hide her state from her parents she had been 
persuaded by her lover to follow him to Plngland, 
In London he had left her with a small sum of 
money at a little German hotel, promising to come 
back as soon as possible after he had seen his 
father. When the money which he had left for her 
became low, she had been sent to a poor German 
family. She never believed that he whom she 
called her English husband had forsaken her. 
Something, she felt sure, had happened to prevent 
him from coming back to her. 1 hope she was 
right. However, he never came ; she died, and 
died in agonies, calling for him, for her child, for 
her happy home in Germany, and with her last 
breath and her last tears for her mothei^! She 
never divulged any names. She died and was 
buried with her child. 
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Can society do nothing for these poor victims? 
Can we only call them hard names — some of them 
being the most gentle, the most loving, the most 
innocent creatures in the world ! Have we not 
even some Pharisees left among us who will go out 
one by one, beginning at the eldest even unto the 
last, instead of throwing a stone at her ? Who is to 
solve this problem if not He who said: “Neither 
do I condemn thee ; go, and sin no more ” ? And 
she, the poor girl, was she really so great a sinner-? 
She did not look so. And if she was, had she not 
expiated her sin and been i^urified by the most 
awful suffering ? .She looked so pure and innocent 
that Heine’s lines were constantly coming into my 
mind : - 

Mir ist’s als ob ich die Hiinde 
Aufs Haupt Dir Icgen sollt’, 

Und beten dass Gott Dich iiehute, 

So fromm, so rein, so hold. 

Poor girl ! I felt for her with all my heart, but I 
had but few words of comfort for her. How difficult 
it is to judge. Love, youth, nature, and ignorance 
have to be reckoned with in our judgments ; and 
society, which no doubt has to enforce certain laws 
for its own protection, should distinguish at least 
between sins against society and sins against God, 
before whom one untrue and unkind word, written 
or spoken, may weigh heavier in the scales, for all 
we know, than the sin of many a heart-broken 
■girl. 
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’ and Tribal Systems, &c. With 13 Maps 
and Plates. 8vo., 16s. 

■:'The Tribal System in Wales: 
Being Part of ^n Inquiry into the Struc- 
ture and Methods of Tribal Society. 
With 3 Maps. 8vo., 125. 


Todd. — Parliament A r y Govern- 
ment IN the British Colonies. By 
Alpheus Todd, LL.D. 8 vo., 30s. net. 

Wakeman and Hassall.—^.5>5.^pi’ 

Introductory to the Study oe' English 
Constitutional History. By Resident 
Members of the University of Oxford. 
Edited by. Henry Ofeley Wakeman, 
M.A., and Arthur Hassall, M.A Crown 
8vo., 6s. 

• 

"Walpole. — History of England 
FROM THE Conclusion of the Great 
War in 1815 to 1858. By Spencer 
Walpole. 6 vols. Crown 8vo., 6s. each.,, 


Wood-Martin.— H rla j?d ‘ 

AN Archmological SKETCH. A Handbook 
of Irish Pre-Christian Antiquities. By W. 
G. Wood-Martin, M.R.I.A. With 5*2 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 15s. 


iif^r-ZoNDON^'AND THE KINGDOM'. 
^derived mainly from the Archives 
J^ll in the cu^ody of the Corpora- 
^the City c^f London. By Reoinald 
t'iSHARPEt »p.C.L.,. Records Clcirk in the 
thd TiC»iYrt Qlerk. tjC City pt 


Wylie. — History of England 

UNDER Henry IV. By James Hamilton 
Wylie, M.A.,. ona pf Jl* ° 

Schools. M 
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Biography, Personal Memoirs, &e. 

himstrOttg.—THELu-EANDLErrRRs 
OF Edmund J. Armstrong. Edited by 
G. F. Savage Armstrong. Fcp. 8vo., 75.6^. 

Bacon.* — The Letters and Life of 
Francis Bacon, including all his Oc- 
casional IVoRRS. Edited by James Sped- 
DiNG. 7 vols. 8vo., ^4 4s. 

Bagejiot. — B I OCR A pine a l Studies. 

By Wai^tf.r Bagehot. Crown 8vo., 35. 

Blackwell. — Pioneer Worn in 
Opening the. Medical Profession to 
JVOMEN: Autobiographical Sketches. By 
Dr. Elizabeth Blackwell. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 

Boyd (A. K. H.) (‘ A.K.H.B.’). 

Twenty- FIVE Years of St. 

Andrews. 1865-1890. 2 vols. 8vo. 

Vol. I. 125 . Vol. 11 . 155. 

St. Andrews and Elsewhere : 

Glimpses of Some Gone and of Things 
Left. 8vo., 155. 

The Last Years of St. AndreXvs : 

September 1890 to September 1895. 

8vo., 155. 

Brown. — Ford Madox Broun: A 

Record of his Life and Works. By Ford M. 

HuEFFER. With 45 Full-page Plates (22 
Autotypes) and 7 Illustrations in the Text. 

8vo., 425. 

Buss. - Mary ^ Buss and 

HER Work for Education. By Annie 
E. Ridley. With 5 Portraits and 4 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, 75. 6d. 

Carlyle. — Thomas Carlyle: A His- 
tory of his Life. By James Anthony 
Froude. 


1795-1835. 2 vols. Crown 8vo., 75. 
1834-1881. 2 vols. Crown 8vo., 75. 

Digby. — The Life of Sir Kenelm 
Digby, hy one of his Descendants, the 
Author of ‘ The Life of a Conspirator,’ 
‘ A Life of Archbishop Laud,’ etc. With 
7 Illustrations. 8vo., 165. 

Erasmus. — Life and I^etters of 
^Erasmus. By James Anthony Froude. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 

FALKLANjS>S. By the Author of 

‘The Life of Sir Kenelm Digby,’ ‘ The Lite 
of a Prig,’ etc. With Portraits and other 
Illustrations. 8vo. 

Pox. — The Early History of 
Ciiakles James Fox. By the Right Hon. 
Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart. 

Library EdUi^n. 8vd., 185. 

■ CaMmt Crown Svo., 6s. 


Halifax. — The Life and LETTERf 'i 
Sir George S a vile, Baronet, 
Marouis of Halifax. With a 
Edition of his Works, now for the first tiif 
collected and revised. By H. C. FoxcRd^i 
2 vols. 8vo. 

Halford. — The Life of Sir 
Halford, Bart., G.C.H., M.D., F.k 4 
By William Munk, M.D., F.S.A. 

125 . 6 d. 

Hamilton.— Z/AA of Sir 
Hamilton. By R. P. Graves. 8vo. 3 
155. each. Addendum. 8vo., 6d. 

Harper. — ^ Memoir of 
Daniel Harper, D.D., late Princi^M'(biS 
Jesus College, Oxford, and for many yeii?i.i* 
Head Master of Sherborne School. 

V. Lester, M.A. Crown Svo., 55. 

Havelock. 

Ha V block, 

Marsh MAN. 




-Memoirs or Sir HsNk 
K.C. B. By John Cla® 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. • ‘ i::] 

Haweis.—AfY Musical Life. M 
the Rev, H. R. Haweis. With Portrait 
Richard Wagner and 3 Illustrations. Crow?!'?’ 
8vo., 75. 6d, 

Holroyd.— Girlhood of MAR tM^ 

jOSEPiiA Holroyi) {Lady Stanley 
Alderlcy). Recorded in Letters of a Hun<? 
dred Years Ago, from 1776 to 1796. Edited!! 
by J. H. Adkane. With 6 PortraitiL':;' 

8 VO., 185. 


Jackson.— 7///: Life of StonewaiM 
Jackson. By Lieut. -Col. G. F. Henderson^"}^ 
York and Lancaster Regiment. With Por*^i 
trait. Maps and Plans. 2 vols. 8va. , ; ";v’ 

Lejeune. — A / A ’. i / rv / v \ s ’ of Baron 
JEUX'E, Aide cle-Camp to Marshals Berthiefes 
Davout. and Oudinot. Translated , 
lulited from the Original French by 
Arthur Bell (N. D’Anvers). With 
Preface by Major-General Maurice, 

2 vols. 8vo., 24s. , ' -fyu 

Luther. — Lhfe of Luther, 

Jui.ius KdsTLiN. With Illustrations firdiittf 
Authentic Sources. Translated from 
German. Crown 8vo., 75. 

Macaulay.— 7 >/a Life and Let'Pe^M 
oP Lord Macaulay* By the Right 
Sir G. 0 . Trevelyan, Bart., M.P. ' 
Popular Editioi^ 1 vol. Cr. 8vo., 
Student's Edition 1 vol. Cr. 8vo., 65. 
Cabinet Edition. 2 vols. Post 8v6., 
Library Editiou. 2 vols. 8vo., 365, 
‘^Edinburgh' Edition. 2 vols, I 

each. : 
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Marbot — r/rs A/sMom of r//£ lSeebobm—Tff£0.rj^os/>^sFOJiM£^s 

Baron DM Marbot. Translated from the f —yoHN Oolet, Erasmus and Thomas 
French. 2 vols. Crown 8vo., 75. More : 2^ Hi.story of their Fellow- Work. 

By Frederic Seebohm. 8vo., I4<;. 


Hansen . — Frwtiof Nansen^ 1861- ! 

: 1893. By W. C. Brogghr and Nordahl 

. Rolfsen. Translated by William Archer. 

^ With 8 Plates, 48 Illustrations in the Text, 
and 3 Maps. 8vo., 12s. 6<7. 

Place. — The Life of Francis Place, 
By Graham Wallas. 

Rawlinson . — A Memoir of the 
Late Sir IIf.rry Raicunson I^art., 
F-C-B; E.R.S., D.C.L., ETC. Written 
chiefly by his brother, the Rev. George 
Rawlinson, Canon of Canterbury. With 
Contributions by the late Sir Henry’s eldest 
son, and by Field-Marshal Lord Kobert.s. 

Reeve. — The Life and Letters of 
Henry Reeve, C.E., late Editor of the 
‘ Edinburgh Review,’ and Registrar of the 
Privy Council. By J. K. LadghtoN; M.A. 

Romanes. — The Ijfe and Letters 
OF George John Romanes, M.A., LL.D., 
F.R.S. Written and Edited by his Wife. 
With Portrait and 2 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., 65. 


Shakespeare. — Outlines of the 

Life OF Shakespeare. By J. O. Halli- 
well-Phillipps. With Illustrations and 
Fac-similes. 2 vols. Royal 8vo., £1 u. 

Shakespeare’s True Life, By 

Jft.MEs Walter. With 500 Illustrations by 
Gerald E. Moira. Imp. 8vo., 21s. 

Verney. —Memoirs of the Verney 
Family. 

Vols. I. & II.. During the Civil War. 
By Frances Pakthenope Verney. With 
38 Portraits, Woodcuts and Fac-simile. 
Royal 8vo., 425. 

Vol. III., During the Commonwealth. 
1650-1660. By Margaret M. Verney. 
With 10 Portraits, &c. Royal 8vo., 215. 

Wakley. Imfe and Times of 

Thomas War/.kv, I'ounderand First Editor 
of the ‘ Lancet,’ Member of Parliament for 
Finsbury, and Coroner for West Middlesex. 
By S. Sqdirk Si’Rigge, M.B. Cantab. 
With 2 Portraits. 8vo., 185. 

Wellington. — Life of the Duke 
OF Wellington. By the Rev. G. R. 
Gleig, M.A. Crown 8vo., 35. 6(/. 


Travel and Adventure, the Colonies, &e. 


Arnold.— and Lands, By Sir 
Edwin Arnold. With 71 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6rL 


Baker (Sir S. W.). 

Eight Years in Ceylon. With 6 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 


The Rifle and the Hound in 
Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., 3s. ^d. 


Bent— Ruined Cities of Ma- 

SHON ALAND : being a Record of Excavation 
and Exploration m 1891. By J. Theodore 
Bent. With 117 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., 3s. 6d. 

^nell. — Travel and Adventure 

JTHERN OVEENSIJIND. By ArThUR 
C. SiCKNELL. vyith 24 Plates and 22 Illus- 
trations in tlte Text. 8vo., 155. 

■ ■ ■' ■> jw.. 


Brassey . — Vo ya ges a nd Tra vels 
OF Lord Brassey, K.C.B., D.C.L., 1862- 
1894. Arranged and Edited by Captain S. 
Eardley-Wilmot. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo., los. 


Brassey (the late Lady). 

A Voyage in the ‘ Sunbeam; ’ Our 
Home on the Ocean for FLByiN 
Moa ths. 

Cabinet Edition. Witth Map and 66 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 75. tdx 

Silver Library Edition. With 66 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Popular Edition. With 60 Illufitrations. 
4to., 6d. sewed, 15. cloth. ' 

^School Edition. With 37 Illustrations . 

- ‘Fcp., 25. doth, or 3s. white parchment. 
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Brassey (the late \.k^H)~-continued, 

Sunshine and Storm in the East. 
Cal^nct Edition. With 2 Maps and 114 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 75. 6d. 
Popular Edition. With 103 Illustrations. 
4to., 6(f. sewed, 15. cloth. 

In ^HE Trades^ the Tropics, and 
THE ‘ Noarjng Forties. ’ 

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 220 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 7s. tdf 
Popular Edition. With 183 Illustrations. 
4to., (id. sewed, is. cloth. 

Three Voyages in the ^ Sunbeam\ 
Popular Ed. With 346 Illust. 4to., 2 s. 6 d. 

Browning. — A GiriJs Wanderings 
in Hungary. By H. Ellen Browning. 
With Map and 20 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
35. (d. 

Fronde (James A.). 

Oceana : or England and her Col- 
onies. With g Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
25. boards, 2s. 6 d. cloth. 

The Eng/jsh in the West Indies : 
or, the Bow of Ulysses. With g Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 25. boards, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

Howitt. — Visits to Remarkable 
Places. Old Halls, Battle-Fields» Scenes, 
illustrative of Striking Passages \n, English 
History and Poetry. By William Howitt. 
With 80 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6 d. 

Jones. — Rock Climbing in the 
English Lake District. By Owen G. 
Jones. With numerous Plates. 

Knight (E. F.). 

The Cruise of the ‘ Alerte^ : the 
Narrative of a Search for Treasure on the 
Desert Island of Trinidad. With 2 Maps 
and 23 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 35. td. 

Where 'I^hree Empires meet: a 
Narrative of Recent Travel in Kashmir, 
Western Tibet, Baltistan, Ladak, Gilgit, 
and the adjoining Countries. With a 
Map and 34 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

7%ie ^Falcon' on the Baltic: ^ 
Voyage from London to Copenhagen in 
a Three-Tonner. With lo Full-page 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Lees and Clutterbuck. — B.C. 1887 ^ 

A Ramble in British Columbia. By J. A.: 
Lees and W. J. .Clutterbuck. With Map 
and 75 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6(f. 

Max Muller. — Letters from Con-^ 
stantinotle. By Mrs. Max Mullbr 
W ith 12 Views of Constantinople and th< 
neighbourhood. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Nansen (Fridtjof). 

The First Crossing of Green 
LAND. With numerous Illustrations anc 
a Map. Crown 8vo., 35. td. 

Eskimo Life. With 31 Illustrations 

8vo., 165. 

Oliver. — Crags a nd Cra tees . 

Rambles in the Island of Reunion. Bi 
William Dudley Oliver,* M.A. Witt 
27 Illustrations and a Map. Cr. 8vo., 65, 

Quillinan. — Journal of a Fei^, 
Morths" Residerce in Portugal, and 
Glimpses of the South of Spain. By Mns. 
Quillinan (Dora Wordsworth). New, 
Edition. Edited, with Memoir, by Edmund . 
Lee, Author of ‘ Dorothy Wordsworth,’ &c» 
Crown 8 VO., 65. 

Smith. — Climbing in the British 
Isles. By W. P. Haskett Smith. With 
Illustrations by Ellis Carr, and Numeroua 
Plans. 

Part I. England. i6mo., 35. 6J. 

Part II. Wales and Ireland. i6m0b> 
35. bd. 

Part III. Scotland. [/» preparation, 

Stephen. - - The Fla v- Geo und of 
Europe. By I.eslie Stephen. New' 
Edition, with Atlclitions and 4 Illustrations, 
Crown Svo., 65. net. 

THREE IN NOR WA Y. By Two 

of Them. With a Map and 59 Illustratiohsi. 
Crown 8vo., 2s. boards, 25. bd. cloth. 

Tyndall. — 21 ie Glaciers of th0 
Alps: being a Narrative of Excursiona.; 
and Ascents. An Account of the Orign^v 
and Phenomena o^ Glaciers, and an 
position of the Physical Principles to which> 
they are related. By John Tyndall* 
F.R.S. With niygerous Illustratiwis. Croam 
8vo., 65. bd. net. 

Vivian. — Servia : the Poor Man^s 

Paradise, By H^rfert^IVIAn, M.A. 8y(^ 



teel (John Henry). 
iA Treatise on the Diseases of 

^ [ THE Dog. With 88 Illustrations. 8vo., 
0' tos.6(i. 

Tr£.4t/se on the Diseases Of 
tl '"' THE Ox. With I ig Illustrations. 8vo., 155. 

Treatise on the Diseases of 
THE Sheep. With 100 Illustrations. 

||:*8vo., 125. 

'^lOuTLiNES OF Equine Anatomy : a 
Manual for the use of Veterinary Students 
in the Dissecting Room. Cr. 8vo., 75. 6J. 

Ipt z w y g r a m. — II o r s e s a n d 

By Major-General Sir F. Frrz- 
l^; WYGRAM, Bart. With 56 pages of lllustra- 
|;;“ 5 ^ons. 8vo., 2s. 6rf. net. 


Veterinary Medicine, &a * 

Schreiner. — The Akcora Goat 

(published under the au.spices of the South 
African Angora Goat Breeders’ Association), 
and a Paper on the Ostrich (reprinted from 
the Zoolo^rhi for March, iSgy). "By S. C. 

CrONWRIGHT ScHKElNIiR. 8vO. 


‘ Stonehenge.’ — Tii e D o g in 

Health and Disease. By ‘ Stone- 
HENGE ’. With 78 Wood Engravings. 
8vo., 75. td. 

Youatt (William). 

The Horse. Revised and Enlarge'd 
by W. Watson, M.R.C.V.S. With 52 
Wood Engravings. 8vo., 75. 6d. 

The Dog. Revised and Enlarged. 
With 33 Wood Engravings. 8vo., 65. 


Sport and Pastime. 

THE BADMINTON LIBRARY. 

lilied by HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF BEAUFORT, K.G., and A. E. T. WATSON. 
Complete in 28 Volumes. Crown 8vo., Price 105. 6d, each Volume, Cloth. 

The Volumes are also issued half -bound in Leather ^ with gilt top. The price can be had 
■ froin all Booksellers. 


WMCHER Y. By C. J. Longman and 
&C0I. H. Walrond. With Contributions by 
pJMiss Legh, Viscount Dillon, &c. With 
Maps, 23 Plates and 172 Illustrations in 
Text. Crown 8vo., 105. 6d. 


ILETICS AND FOOTBALL. 

Montague Shearman. With 6 Plates 
a|id 52 Illust. in the Text. Cr. 8 vo., 105. 6d. 

Mg game shooting. By 

Clive Phillipps-Wolley. 

I. AFRICA AND AMERICA. 
I™'. With Contributions by Sir Samuel W. 
''^^i>;fiiAKER, W. C. Oswell, F. C. Selous, 
j&c. With 20 Plates and 57 Illustrations 
in the Text, Crown Svo. , los. 6d. 

|Vbi. II. EUROPE, ASIA, AND THE 
pi;A:RCTIC REGIONS. With Contribu- 
E^tjons by Lieut.-Colonel R. Heber 
m|!^;^pERcy, Major Algernon C. Heber 
p|;;;r®lRCY, &c. With 17 Plates and 56 Illus- 
Orations in the Text. Cr. 8vo., 105. 6d. 

JAEDS. By ^^jor W. Broad- 

R.E., With Contributions by A. H. 
~ DENHAM Dixon, W, J. Ford, &c. 
" ites, ;^ Illustrations in the Text, 
itui^rous Cr. 8 vOm 6d. 



BOATING. By W. B. Woodgate, 

With 10 Plates, 39 Illustrations in the Te 5 ct, 
and 4 Maps of Rowing Courses. Cr. 8vo., 

105. 6t/. 

COURSING AND FALCONRY. 

By H’arding Cox and the Hon. Gerald 
Lascelles. With 20 Plates and 56 Illus- 
trations in the Text. Crown 8vo., 105. 6d. 

CRICKET. By A. G. Steel and 
the Hon. R. H. Lyttelton. With Con- 
tributions by Andrew Lang, W. G. GRACEy 
F. Gale, &c. With 12 Plates and 52 Illus- 
trations in the Text. Crown 8vo., 105. 6 d. 

CYCLING. By the Earl of Albe- 
marle and G. Lacy Hillier. With ig- 
Plates and 44 Illustrations in the Text. 
Crown 8vo., 105. 6d. ^ 

DANCING. By Mrs. Lilly Grove, 

F.R.G.S. With Contributions by Miss 
Middleton, The Hon. MrS. Armytag^:, 
&c. With Musical Examples, and 38 Full- 
page Plates and 93 Illustrations in the Text. 
Crown 8vo., 105. 6d. 

DRIVING. By His Grace the D^ke 

of Beaufort, K.G. With Contributions by 
other Authoriti|s. With 12 Plates and 54 
lllustratiphs ii^lhe Text. Cr. lSvQ., liW. 
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THE BADMINTON 

FENCING. BOXING. AND 
WRESTLING. By Walter H. Pollock, 

F. C. Grove, C. Prevost, E. B. Mitchell, 
and WALTER Armstrong. With icS Plates 
and 24 Illust. in the Text. Cr. 8vo., lox. 6<f. 

FISHING. By H. Cholmondeley- 

Pennell. 

Vol. SALMON AND TROUT. With 
Contributions by H. R. Francis, Major 
John P. Traherne, &c. With 9 PJatcs 
and numerous Illustrations of Tackle, 
• &c. Crown 8vo., los. 6d. 

Vol. II. PIKE AND OTHER COARSE 
FISH. With Contributions by the 
Marquis of Exeter, William Senior, 
G. Christopher Davis, &c. With 
7 Plates and numerous Illustrations of 
Tackle, &c. Crown 8vo., 105. 6d. 

GOLF. By Horace G. Hutchinson. 
With Contributions by the Rt. Hon. A. J. 
Balfour, M.P., Sir Walter Simpson, Bart., 
Andrew Lang, &c. With 25 Plates and 65 
Illustrations in the Text. Cr. 8vo., los. lid. 

HUNTING. By His Grace the Duke 

OF Beaufort, K.G., and Mowbray Morris. 
With Contributions by the Earl of Suffolk 
and Berkshire, Rev. E. W. L. Davies, 

G. H. Longman, &c. With 5 Plates and 54 
Illustrations in the Text. Cr. 8vo., 105. 6rf. 

MOUNTAINEERING. By C. T. 
Dent. With Contributions by Sir W. M. 
Conway, D. W. B'seshfield, ’C. E. 
Matthews, &c. With 13 Plates and 95 
Illustrations in the Text. Cr. 8vo., los. bd. 

POETRY OF SPORT {THE).— 

Selected by Hedley Peek. With a 
Chapter on Classical Allusions to Sport by 
Andrew Lang, and a Special Preface to 
the BADMINTON LIBRARY by A. E. T. 
Watson. With 32 Plates and 74 Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Crown 8vo., los. 6t/. 

RACING AND STEEPLE-CHAS- 
ING. By the Earl of Suffolk and 
' Berkshire, W. G. Cr.aven, the Hon. F. 
''Lawley,- Arthur Coventry, and Alfred 
E. T. Wat^n. With Frontispiece and 56 
•Illustrations in the Text. Cr. 8vo., 105. I^d. 

RIDING AND POLO. 

RIDING. By Captain Robert Weir, 

t ie Duke op Beaufort, the Earl of 
uffolk and BerkshirFi the Earl of 
Onslow, &c. With «8 Plates and 41 1\- 
l:ustrations,ihrUi(e T^ Cr. 8vo., los. 6d. 
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SEA FISHING. By . John 

dyke. Sir H. W. Gore-Booth, ALFit#i 
C. Harmswokth, and W. Senior. Witf 
22 Full-page Plates and 175 Illustrat|lons;iii^ 
the Text. Crown 8vo., 105. Cid. 

SHOOTING. Xi 

Vol. 1. FIELD AND COVERT. By Lo ^ 
Walsingham and Sir Ralph Payn| 
Gallwey, Bart. Whth Contribtition.«i‘ t 
the Hon. Gerald Lascelles and A.>,’- 
Stuakt-Wortley. With ii Plates'i 
94 Illust.s. in the Text. Cr. 8vo., 10s A 
Vol. II. MOOR AND MARSH, 

Lord Walsingham and Sir Ralph PaviS! 
Gallwey, Bart. With Contributionit 
Lord Lovat and Lord Charles LenNo 
Kerr. With 8 Plates and 57 Illustrati^^ 
in the Text. Crown 8vo., io.f. 6d. 

SEATING. CURLING] TOBC 

GANING. By j. M. Heathcote, C. ' 
Tebbutt, T. Maxwell Witham, “ 
John Kerr, Ormond Hake, Henry-^ 
Buck, &c. With 12 Plates and 272 111^ 
trations in the Text. Crown 8vo., los. 

SWIMMING. By Archibald Sit^ 
CLAIR and William Henry, Hon. S(51 
of the Life-Saving Society. With 13 Pla 
and 106 Illustrations in the Text. Crd 
8V0., 105. td. 

TENNIS, LA WN TENNM 

RACKETS AND FIVES. By J. M. 

C. G. Heathcote, E. 0 . Pleyde 
Bouverie, and A.C. Ainger. With Gontj 
butions by the Hon. A. Lyttelton, W. ij 
Marshall, Miss L. Don, &c. With '-f^^ 
Plates and 67 Illustrations in the Texif^f| 
Crown 8vo., 105. bd. 

YACHTING. , 

Vol. I. CRUISING, CONSTRUCTiOMI 
OF YACHTS. YACHT RAClNi*« 
RULES, FrrTING-OUT,&c. By' SIl^ 
Edward Sullivan, Bart., The Earl 
Pembroke, Lord IIrassey, | 

E. Seth-Smith, C.B., G. L. Watsqn,,^ 

T. Pritchett, E. F. Knight, &c. Wit 
21 Plates and 93 Illustrations in the Td 
and from ■ Photographs. Crown . 

105. bd. 

Vol. H. YACHT CLUBS, YAC4 
ING IN AMERICA AND 
COLONIES, YACHT RACIN0, 

By R. T. Pritchett, The MarquhI^ 
Dufferin anO^Ava, K.P., The EAi^'-r 
Onslow, James McFerran, i&c. 

35 Plates and t6o Illustrations ’in j 
Text. Crown 8vo., 105. . 
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FUR, FEATHER, AND FIN SERIES. 

Edited by A. E. T. Watson. 

Crown Svo., price 5s. each Volume, cloth. 

' Volumes arc also issued half -hound in Leather^ with gill top. The price can be had 

'"f from all Booksellers, 

tHE PARTRIDGE. Natural His - 1 THE HARE. Natural History by 
tory by the Rev. H. A. Macpherson; ! the Rev. H. A. Macphekson ; Shooting, 
Shooting, by A. J. Stuart-Wokteey ; ' by the Hon. Gerald Lascelles ; Coursing, 
Cookery, by George Saintsburv. With ! by Charles Richardson ; Hunting, by J. 
II Illustrations and various Diagrams in | S.«Gibbons and G. IJ. I^ongman ; Cookery, 
the Text. Crown 8vo., 55. by Col. Kenney Herbert. With ,.9 

I Illustrations. Crown Svo, 5.?. 
j RED DEER. — Natural History. By 
' pTHE GROUSE. Natural History by . the Rev. H. A. Macpherson. Deer Stalk- 
the Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; Shooting, | ing. By Cameron of Lochiel.— Stag 

Hunting. By Viscount Ebkington. — 
Cookery. By Alexander Innes Shand. 
With TO Illustrations by J. CHArfLTON and 
A. Thorburn. Crown 8vo., 55. 

IDE RABBIT. By J. E. Harting, 

etc. With Illustrations. [In preparation. 
WILDEOWL. By the Hon. John 
Scott Montagu. With Illustrations. 

* [In preparation. 

THE SALMON. By the Hon. A. E. 

Gathokne-Hardy. With Illustrations. 

[In preparation. 

THE TROUT. By the Marquis of 

Granby, etc. With Illustrations. [Inprep. 


by A. J. Stuart-Wortley ; Cookery, by 
George Saintsburv. With 13 Illustrations 
and various Diagrams in the Text. Crown 
8vo., 55. 


THE RHEA SANT. Natural History 
by the Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; Shooting, 
- by A. J. Stuart-Wortley ; Cookery, by 
Alexander Innes Shand. With 10 Illus- 
. tiations and various Diagrams. Crown 
8vo., 55. 


Andr6 — Colonel Bogey's Sketcji- 

■ Book. Comprising an Eccentric Collection 
of Scribbles and Scratches found in disused 
lackers and swept up in the Pavilion, to- 
.gether with sundry After-Dinner Sayings 
; of the Colonel. By R. Andre, West Herts 
Golf Club. Oblong 4to., 25. 6i/. 

BADMINTON MAGAZINE 

t.- (Tnk) OFSronrs and Pastimes. Edited 
oy Alfred E. T. Watson (“ Rapier ”). 
With numerous Illustrations. Price \s. 
monthly. 

v Vols. I.-IV. 65. each. 

DEAD SH0T(The): or, Sportsman’s 
Complete Guide. Beipga Treatise on the Use 
of the Gun, with Ruaimentary and Finishing 
'Xessons in the Art of Shooting Game of all 
I kinds. Also Game-dri)|^g, Wildfowl and 
. Pigeon-shooting, Dog-breaking, etc. By 
. ^Marksman. With numerous Illustrations. 
|> iCrown 8vo., los. * 


Ellis. —Chess Sparks ; or, Short and 

Bright Games of Chess. Collected and 
Arranged by J. II. Ellis, M.A. 8vo., 45. 6d. 

Folkard. — The Wild-Eoivler : A 
Treatise on Fowling, Ancient and Modern, 
descriptive also of Decoys and Flight-ponds, 
Wild-fowl Shooting,’ Gunning-punts, Shoot- 
ing-yachts, &c. Also Fowling in the Fens 
and in Foreign Countries, Rock-fowling, 
&c., &c., by H. C. Folkard. With 13 En- 
gravings on Steel, and several Woodcuts. 

8V0., 125. 6 d. 

Ford. — The Theory and Practice' 
OF Archery. By Horace Ford. New 
Edition, thoroughly Revised ^,nd Re-written 
by W. Butt, M.A. With a Preface by G. 
J. Longman, M.A. 8vo., 145. 

Francis. — A Book on Angling : or, 

Treatise on the Art ot Fishing in every 
Branch ; including full Illustrated List oT Sal- 
mon Flies. By Francis Francis. With Por- 
trait and Coloured Plates. .Crown 8vo., 15^* 
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Sport and ?B&^3a6—contimted. 

Gihson,— Tobogganing on Crooked 




Runs. By the Hon. Harry Gibson. With 
Contributions by F. de B. Strickland and 
‘ Ladj'-Toboganner With 40 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Graham. — Country Pastimes for 
Boys. By P. Anderson Graham. With 
252* Illustrations from Drawings and 
Photographs. Crown 8vo., 3s. M. 

tang . — Angling Sketches. By 

Andrew Lang. With 20 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Lillie. — Croquet : its History, Rules 

and Secrets. By Arthur Lillie, Champion, 
Grand National Croquet Club, 1872; Winner 
of the ‘ All-Comers’ Championship,’ Maid- 
stone, 1896. With 4 Full-page Illustrations 
by Lucien Davis, 15 Illustrations in the 
Text, and 27 Diagrams. Crown 8vo., Os. 

Longman. — Chess Openings. By 
Frederick W. Longman. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 

Madden. — The Diary of Master 
William Silence : a Study of Shakespeare 
and of Elizabethan Sport. By the Right 
Hon. D. H. Madden, Vice-Chanceller of the 
University of Dublin. 8vo., 165. 

Maskelyne. — Sharps and Flats : a 

Complete Revelation of the Secrets 01 
Cheating at Games of Cliance and Skill. By 
John Nevil Maskelyne, of the Egyptian 
Hall. With 62 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 65. 

Park. — The Game of Golf. By 
William Park, Jun., Champion Golfer, 
1887-89. With 17 Plates and 26 Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Crown 8vo., 75. Od. 

,Payne-Gallwey (Sir Ralph, Bart.). 

Letters to Young Shooters (First 
Series). On the Choice and use of a Gun. 
With 41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 75. 6d. 

Letters to Young Shoot ER s(^tQ.Qr\^ 

Series). On the Production, Preservation, 
%nd Killing of Game. With Directions 
in Shooting yVood.- Pigeons and Breaking- 
in Retrievers. With Portrait and 103 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 125. Od. 


Payne-Gallwey (Sir Ralph, Bart .). 

— continued. 

Letters to Young Shooters*. 

(Third Series.) Comprising a 
Natural History of the Wildfowl thstt 
are Rare or Common to the Britisll 
Islands, with complete directions iij 
Shooting Wildfowl on the Coast ati^! 
Inland. With 200 Illu.strations. Crowii' 
8vo., 185. 


Pole (William). 

The Theor y of the Modern ScuSn^, 

TiFic Game of W/iist. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6de 

The Evolution OF Whist: a Studyof 
the Progressive Changes which the Game W- 
has undergone. Cr. 8vo.,*2s. Od, , f, 

Proctor. — How to Play Whist:- 
WITH THE Laws and Etiquette 6f' 
Whist. By Richard A. Proctor. Crown ■ 
8vo., 3s. Od. - : 


Ribblesdale.“-7>/A’ Queen's Ho ilNps . 
AND Stac-Hunt/nc; Recollections. By.;. > 
Lord Ribhlesdalk, Master of the Buck-, 
hounds, 1892-95. With Introductory! 
Chapter on the Hereditary Mastership by? 
E. Burrows. With 24 Plates and 35 Illusf? 
Irations in the Text, including reproductjoni^ : 
from Oil Paintings in the possession of Htar,; 
Majesty the Queen at Windsor Castle aiid 
Cumberland Lodge, Original Drawings by 
G. D. Giles, and from Prints and PhotO-v 
graphs. 8vo., 25s. ' ! ,■ 

Ronalds. — The Fly- Fisher's Ento ' 

MOLOGY. By Alfred Ronalds. With 20 ' 
coloured Plates. 8vo., 145. 


Thompson and Cannan. Hand- 

IN- Hand Fig urk S ka ting. By N orclippe 
G. Thompson and F. Laura Canna?«^; ; 
Members of the Skating Club. With aifi’ ' 
Introduction by Captain J. H. THOM^llfl 
R.A. With Illustrations. i6mo., 6r. 

Wilcocks.— Sea Fisherman^ 

Comprising.the Chief Methods of Hook aJid 
Line Fishing in the British and other 
and Remarks On Nets, Boats, and BoatitU;. 
By J. C. Wilcocks, *Illiutrated. 6r. 



Mental, Moral, and Political Philosophy. 


LOGIC, RHETORIC, PSYCHOLOGY, &‘C. 


Sbtt. — The Elements of Logic. 
r T. K. Abbott, B.D. i2mo., 35. 

Btotle. 

'^llR Ethics: Greek Text, Illustrated | 
Essay ’and Notes. By Sir Alexan- 
ll^^iDER, Grant, Bart. 2 vols. 8vo., 325. 
liv’ Introduction to Aristotle\s 
\^:Mthics. Books I.-IV. (Book X. c.vi.-ix. 

an Appendix). .With a continuous 
& Analysis and Notes. By the Rev. Edward 
IfeMooRE, D.D., Cr. 8vo. 105. 6d. 

nCOti (Francis). 

fpMPLETE Works. Edited by R. L. 
^f)jELLis, James Spedding and D. D. 
1.: -JIeath. 7 vols. 8vo., £z 13s. 6d. 
^TTERS AND LiFE^ including all his 
p;' 'Occasional Works. Edited by James 
^ bSPEDDiNG. 7 vols. 8vo., £\ 4s. 

Ess a vs : with Annotation s. By 
% 1 ^JCHARD Whately, D.D. 8vo., ios. 6d. 
P/fE, Essays, Edited, with Notes, 
F. Storr and C. H. Gibson. Crown 
^ ,, 8vo, 35. 6d. 

Essays: with Introduction, 
Notes, and Index. By E. A. Abbott, D.D. 

. '2 Vols. Fcp. 8vo.,6s. The Text and Index 
||!'<s;,;Only, without Introduction and Notes, in 
Volume. Fcp. 8vo., 25. 6d. 

I^n (Alexander). 

\f^NTAL Science. Or. 8vo., 65. 6 d. 
fpRAL Science. Cr. 8vo., 45. 6 d. 

two works as above can be had in one 
volume^ price 10s. 6d. 

^NSESAND THeInTE ELECT. 8 vO.,I 55 . 
f E motions AND the Will. 8 vo., 155. 
Deductive and Inductive. 

' Part I. 4f. Part II. 6s. ^d. 

^JR'ACTiCAL Essays. Cr. 8 vo., 25. 

sildWin. — The Elements of Ex- 
’ ^^ORY Construction. By Dr. Charles 
Baldwin, Instructor in Rhetoric in 
' ! University. 

ly. (Charles). 

Philosophy of Necessity : or, 
ikfii’aw in Mind as in , Matter. Cr. 8vo., 5s. 
T^E'Educa tion of the Feelings : a 
liioral System for Schools. Cr.8vo.,2s.6ii. 

--Elemj^nts of Morality^ in 
Lessoits vfor Home and School 
'Charles I^ray. 


CxOTXtX.—IIiSTOR 1 * OF Intellectual 
Development : on the Lines of Modern 
Evolution. By John liSKA i 'i’iE C kosher, 

Vol. I. Greek and Hindoo Thought; Graico- 
Roman Paganism ; Judaism ; and Christi- 
anity down to the Closing of the Schools 
of Athens by Justinian, 529 a.d. 8vo., 145. 

Davidson. — The Logic of Defini- 
tion, Explained and Applied. By William 
L. Davidson, M.A. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Green (Thomas Hill). — The Work§ 

OF. Edited by R. L. Nettleship. 

Vols. I. and II. Philosophical Works. 8vo., 
i6s. each. 

Vol. III. Miscellanies. With Index to the 
three Volumes, and Memoir. 8vo., 215. 
Lectures on the Principles of 
Political Obligation. With Preface 
by Bernard Bosanquet. 8vo., 55. 

Hodgson (Shadworth H.). 

Time and Space: A Metaphysical 
Essay. 8vo., 165. 

The Theory of Practice: an 
Ethical Inquiry. 2 vols. 8vo., 24s. 

The Philosophy of Reflection. 

2 vols. 8V0., 215. 

Hume. — The Philosophic a l Works 
of David Hume. Edited by T. H. Green 
and T. H. Grose. 4 vols. 8vo., 565. Or 
separately, Essays. 2 vols. 285. Treatise 
of Human Nature. 2 vols. 285. 

James. —The W/ll to Believe^ and 
Other Essays in Popular Philosophy. By 
William James, M.D., LL.D., etc. Crown 
8vo., 75. 6(/. 

Justinian. — The Lnstitutes of 
Justinian : Latin Text, chiefly that of 
Huschke, with English Introduction, Trans- 
lation, Notes, and Summary. By Thomas 
C. Sandars, M.A. 8vo., 185. 

Kant (Immanuel). 

Critique of Practical Reason^ 
AND Other IVorks on the Theory of 
Ethics. Translated by T. K. Abbott,^ 
B.t). With Memoir. 8vo., 125. ^d. ” 

Fundamental Principles of the 
Metaphysic of E thics. «Translated by 
T. K. Abbott, B.D. (Extracted from 
‘ Kant’s Critique of Practical Reason and 
other Works on the Theory of Ethics.’) 
Crown bvo, 35. 

Introduction to Logic ^ and ^ his 
Essay ON the Mistaken Subtilty of 
THE Four j^uRBS.. Trattslatcd by T. 
K. ABBOtT*i^#OM ; 65 . . : 
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Mental, Moral and Political Philosophy- 


contintie^M 


K i 1 1 i C k. — Handbook to Mill’s 
System of Logic. By Rev. A. H. 
Killick, M.A. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Ladd j^GEORGE Trumbull). 
Philosofuy of 'Knowledge: an 
Inquiry into the Nature, Limits and 
Validity of Human Cognitive Faculty. 
8vo., 185. 

FiiiLOSOP/fV OF Mind : An Essay on 
the Metaphysics of Psychology. 8vo., r6s. 
Elements of Physiological Psy- 
chology. 8V0., 215. • 

• Outlines of Physiological Psy- 
chology. A Text-book of Mental Science 
for Academies and Colleges, hvo., 125. 
Psychology^ Descriptive and Ex- 
plan a TORY : a Treatise of the Phenomena, 
Laws, and Development of Human Mental 
Life. 8vo., 2 IS. 

Primer of Psychology. Cr. 8vo., 
55. bd. 

Lewes.— History of Philoso- 
phy, from Thales to Comte. By George 
Henry Lewes. 2 vols. 8vo., 325. 

Lutoslawski. — The Origin . / no 

Growth of Plato's Logic. By W. 
Lutoslaw.ski. 8vo. 

Max Muller (F ). 

The Science of Thought. 8 vo., 215. 
Three Introductory Lectures on 
THE Science of TiitiUGHT. 8 vo., 25. bd. 
net. 

Mill.- Analysis of the Phenomena 
OF THE Human Mind. By James Mill. 
2 vols. 8vo., 285. 

Mill (John Stuart). 

A Sys tem of Logic. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6 d. 
On Liberty. Crown 8vo., 15. 4//. 
Considerations on Pepresenta- 
TivE Government. Crown 8 vo., 2s. 
Utilitarianism. 8 vo., 25. 6d. 
Examination of Sir William 
Hamilton's Philosophy. 8 vo., 165. 
Nature y the Utility of P. el jg ion, 
AND Theism. Three Essays. 8 vo., 55. 

Romanes. — Mind and Motion and 

Monism. •By George John Romanes, 
•LL.D., F.R.S. Cr. 8 vo., 45 . 6 t/. 

Stock (St. George). 

Deductive L^ic. Fcp. Svo,, ^s. 6 d. 
Lectures /n the Lyceum ; or, 
Aristotle’s Ethics for English Readers. 
Edited George Stock. Crown 

Svo., 75, w, 


Sully (James). 

The Human Mind : a Text-boolC‘ 
Psychology. 2 vols. 8vo., 215. 

Outlines of Psychology. 8vo.f j 
The Teacher's Handbook 6 f . 

CHOLOGY. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d. 

Studies of Childhood. 

105. bd. , 'i# 

Children's Ways: being SelectiM 

from the Author’s ‘ Studies of Childho^® 
with some Additional Matter. With.* 
F'lgures in the Text. Crown 8vo., 

Sutherland. — The Origin 
Growth of ihe Moral Instinct*. 
Alexander Sutherland, M.A. 

Swinburne. — Picture Logic :* ‘M 

Attempt to Popularise the Sciencij^^ 
Reasoning. By Alfred James Swinbui^ 
M.A. With 23 Woodcuts.' Crown 

Weber.— of PhilosopM 
By Alfred Weber, Professor in th(5s 
versity of Strasburg. Translated by 
Thilly, Ph.D. 8vo., 165. • 

Wbately (Archbishop). , 'I)! 

Bacon's Es.s A Ys . With Annotati^’l) 

8vo., 105. bd. 

Elements of Logic. C r. 8 vo. , ,4s* t 
Elements of Rhetoric. Cr.* 

I.ESS0NS ON Reasoning. Fcp. 8yj^ 

15. bd. 

Zeller (Dr. Edward, Professor in„j 

University of Berlin). 

The Stoics, Epicureans^ 
Scepitcs. Translated by the Rev.^itlk^j 


Reichel, M.A. Crown 8vo., 155. 




Outlines of the Histor)^ 
Greek Philosophy. Translated; 
Sarah F. Alleyne and 
Abbott. Crown 8vo., 105. 6 d. 

Plato and the Older AcAni^^ 
Translated by Sarah F. Allbyn^ j 
Alfred Goodwin, B.A. Crown " 

185. 

Socrates an 9 the 

‘Schools. Translated by the Rei 
1 . Reichel, M.A. Crown 8vq.,. ^ 

jiRISTOTLE .PUfD THE EaRLIER Pskk 
J ■ PATETic^. Translated by F. ‘C;;j 
f telloe, M*Ai> and J. H. Mui.RH 
.M.A. 2 vols. Qrown 8vo.^ , 
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Mental, Moral, and Political V’hilosoTphy—contintted. 
MANUALS OF CATHOLIC PHILOSOPHY. 

( S tony hurst Series ) . 


Manual op Political Economy, 

By C. S. Devas, M.A. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6rf. 
]PiRST Principles of Knowledge. 
By John Rickaby, S.J. Crown 8vo., 5s. 
cQeneral Metaphysics. By John 
, Rickaby, S.J. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

\Logic. By Richard F. Clarke, S.J. 
Crown 8vo., 5s. 


Moral Philosophy [Ethics and 
Natural La w). By J oseph Rickaby, S.J . 
Crown 8vo., 5s. 

Natural Theology. By Bernard 
Boeduer, S.J. Crown 8vo., 65. 6<f. 

Psychology. By Michael Maher, 
S.J. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6^/. 


History and Science of Language, &e. 


f Davidson. — Leading and Import- 
ant English Words: Explained and Ex- 
exmpli6ed. By Wili.iam L. Davidson, 
’ M.A. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. td. 

' arr ar. — La ng ua grand La ng u a ges : 

V By F. W. Farrar, D.D., F.R.S. Crown 
' 8vo., 6s. • 

Graham . — English Symuvyms, 
Classified and Explained : with Practical 
Exercises. By G. F. Graham. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 

Max Muller (F.). 

The Science of Language . — Found- 
ed on Lectures delivered at the Royal In- 
stitution in 1861 and 1863. 2 vols. Crown 
8 vo., 21S. ■ 


Max Muller (F.) — continued. 
Biograph IPS of Words, and the 
Home of the Aryas. Cro^n 8vo., 7s. 6d. 
Three Lectures on the Science 
OF Language, and its Place in 
General Education, delivered at Ox- 
ford, i88g. Crown 8vo., 3s. net. 

Roget. — Thesaurus of English 
Words and Phrases. Classified and 
Arranged so as to Facilitate the Expression 
of Ideas and assist in Literary Composition. 
By Peter Mark Roget, M.D., F.R.S. 
Recomposed throughout, enlarged and im- 
proved, partly from the Author’s Notes, and 
with a full Index, by the Author’s Son, 
John Lewis Roget. Crown 8vo. los. 6d. 

Whately. — English Synonyms. •By 

E. Jane Whately. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 


Political Economy and Economics. 


Ashley. — English Economic His- 
tory and Theory. By W. J. Ashley, 
M.A. Crown 8vo., Part I., 55. Part II. 

105 . 6d. 

BSigthot— -E conomic Studies. By 

; , Walter Bagehot. Crown 8vo., 35. td. 

Barnett. — Practica ble Soc/a lism. 

’ Essays on Social Reform. By the Rev. S. 
A. and Mrs. Barnett. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Brassey. — Papers and Addresses 
ON Wore and Wages. By Lord Brassey. 

, Edited by J. Potter, and with Introduction 
' ' by George Howell, M.P. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

Pevas.— Manual of Political 
{ Economy. By C. S. Devas, M.A. Cr. 8vo., 
C 6s, 6d. {Manuals of Catholic Philosophy.) 

Powell. — A History of Tax tion 

• ‘ AND Taxes IN ENGLAtfD, from the E. rliest 
Times to the Year 1885. . By Steihen 
? Dowell, (4 vols. 8vo). Vols. I. and 
; The History ot Taxatiofr, 215. Vols. III. 
4 IV^ The.Hftfy of Tsaes, 215. ’ 


Jordan. — L'he Standard of Value. 
By William Leighton Jordan, Fellow 
of the Royal Statistical Society, &c. Crown 
8vo., 6s. 

Macleod (Henry Dunning). 
Bimetalism. 8vo., 55 . net . 

The Elements of Banking. Cr. 

8vo., 3s. 6d. 

The Theory and Practice of 
Banking. Vol. I. Svo., 12s. Vol. II. 14s. 
The Theory of Credit. Svo. 
Vol. I., ios.net. Vol. II., Part I., ios.net. 
Vol. II., Part II., los. netr 

A Digest of the Law of Bills 
OP Exchange, Bank-notes, &c. 

\In the press. 

Mill. — Political Economy. ^ By 
John Stuart Mill. 

Popular Edition . ' Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 
Library Edition. 2 vols.’ 8vo., 30s. 
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Political Economy and Economies — continued. 


Mulhall . — Industries and Wealth 
OF Nations. By Michael G. Mulhall, 
F.S.S. With 32 full-page Diagrams. 
Crown 8 VO., 85. bd. 


Soderini. — Socialism and Catholi- 
cism. From the Italian of Count Edward 
Soderini. By Richard Jenery-Shee. 
With a Preface by Cardinal Vaughan. 
Crown 8vo., 65. 


Symes. — Political Economy ; a 

Short Text-book of Political Economy. 
With Problems for Solution, and Hints for 
Supplementary Reading ; also a Supple- 
mentary Chapter on Socialism. By Pro- 
fessor J. E. Symes, M.A., of University 
College, Nottingham. Crown 8vo., 25. bd. 


Toynbee. — Lectures on the 
DUSTRjAL Revolution of the 18th Cen- 
tury IN England'. Popular Addresses/ 
Notes and other Fragments. By Arnold 
Toynbee. With a Memoir of the Author 
by Ben ] AMIN ^owett, D.D. 8vo., 10s. 

Vincent. — The Land Question h 
North IVales : being a Brief Survey 0 
the History, Origin, and Character of thi 
Agrarian Agitation, and of the Nature am 
Effect of the Proceedings of the Wel^ 
Land Commission. By J. E. ViNCENT 
8vo., 5s. 

Webb (Sidney and Beatrice). 

The History of Trade Unionism,. 
With Map and full Bibliography of the 
Subject. 8vo., i8r. 

Industrial Democracy : a Study 

in Trade Unionism. 2 vols. 8vo. 


STUDIES IN ECONOMICS AND POLITICAL SCIENCE. 


Issued under the auspices of the London School of Economics and Political Science. 


The History of Local Rates in 
England: Five Lectures. By Edwin 
Cannan, M.A. Crown 8vo., 25. bd. 

German Social Democracy. By 
Bertrand Russell, B.A. With an Ap- 
pendix on Social Democracy and the 
Woman Question in Germany by Alys 
Russell, B.A. Crown 8vo., 3s. bd. 

Select Documents Illustrating 
THE History of Trade Unionism. 

1. The Tailoring Trade. Edited by 
W. F. Galton. With a Preface by 
Sidney Webb, LL.B. Crown 8vo., 5s. 


DeploigPs Referendum en Suisse, 
Translated, with Introduction and Notes, 
by C. P. Trevelyan, M.A. [In preparation. 

Select Documents Illustrating 
THE State Regulation of Wages, 
Edited, with Introduction and Notes, by 
W. A. S. Hewins, M.A. [In preparation, 

Hungarian Gild Records. Edited 
by Dr. Julius Mandello, of Budapest. 

[In preparation, , 

The Relations be five en England 
AND the Hanseatic League. By Miss 
E. A, Mac Arthur. [In preparation. 


Clodd (Edward). 


Evolution, Anthropology, &e. 

Romanes (George John). 


The Story of Creation: a Plain 
Account of Evolution. With 77 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 3s. bd. 

A Primer of Evolution: being a 
Popular Abridged Edition of ‘ The Story 
of Creation’. With Illustrations. Fcp. 
8vo., 15 . bd. 

Lang. — Custom and Myth.: Studies 

of Early Usiage and Belief. By Andrew 
*Lang. With 15 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
35 . bd. 

Lubbock. — The Origin of Civilisa- 
tion, and the Primitive Condition of Man. 
By Sir J. LuBBOCi<, Bart., M.P. With 5 
Plates and 2a Illustrations in the Text. 
8 vo., i8i. 


Darwin, and after Darwin: an 

Exposition of the Darwinian Theory, and a 
Discussion on Post- Darwinian Questions. 
Parti. The Darwinian Theory. Wititi' 
Portrait of Darwin and 125 lllustrationsi- 
Crown 8vo., 105. bd. - . 

Part II. Post- Darwinian Questions; 
Heredity and Utility. With Portrait of 
the Author and 5 Illustrations. Cr. 8v0.i 

JOS. bd. . 

Part HI. Post- Darwinian Questions;; 
Isolation and Physiological Selectioh/ 
Crown 8vo., 55.* 

An Examination of WeismaNN^ 
is.M. Crown 8^., 65. 

Essays’. Edited by C. Lloyd ' 
Morgan, Principal of University College, 
Bristol. Crown 8vo., fs. 







c/assieal Literature, Translations, &g. ^ 


History, and Religion. 
4 'Abbott, M.A., LL.l). 


i 


Edited by Evelyn 
8vo., i6i\ 


lUS. — Eumenides of ^schy- 
With Metrical English Translation. 
J. F. Davies. 8vo., 75. 

^ristophanes. — The AcHAEmAHs 

0pF AR/STor//AXt:s, translated into English 
Verse. By R. Y. Tyrrell. Crown 8vo., is. 


^iStOtle.-“-.F(?L’ 77 / Axn Old Ace, 
I^-Life and Death, and Rf.spiration. 
^-*4 .Translated, with Introduction and Notes, 
sf; ;by W. Ogle, M.A., M.D., F.R.C.P., some- 
jj' time Fellow of Corpus Christi College, 
v Oxford. 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

^tektr (Professor). 

>0ALLUs : or, Roman Scenes in the 
* ’ Time of Augustus. Illustrated. Post 
( ' 8vo,, 35. 6(f. 

■Charicles : or, Illustrations* of the 
i- Private Life of the Ancient Greeks. 
Illustrated. Post 8vo., 35. 6<l. 

flutter . — The Authoress of the 

*if:0DYSSEY, WHERE AND WHEN ShE irA*cr/ A-, 
WHO She was, the Use She made of 

lUAD, AND HOW ‘THE POEM GREW 

p'ji;NDER Her hands. By Samuel Butler, 
V/r'Author of ‘ Erewhon,’ etc. With lllustra- 
^^'tions. 8vo. 

I ^ SCero . — Cicero's Correspondence. 

h By R. Y. Tyrrell. Vols. I., II,, III., 8vo., 
-v iWch I2S. Vol. IV., 155. Vol. V., 14s. 

1 ^ b e r t . — Introd uc tion tv the 
^'jSTUDy OF Latin Inscriptions. By 
I^James C. Egbert, Junr., Ph.D. With 
^^^umerous Illustrations and Facsimiles. 
•'^'Square crown 8vo., 165. 

Wi':: 


LuCEn.— T he Tharsal/a of Lucan. 
Translated into Blank Verse. By Sir 
Edward Ridley. 8vo., 145. 

Mackail. — Select Epigrams from 
THE Greek Anthology. By J. W. Mac- 
kail, Edited with a Revised Text, Intro- 
duction, Translation, and Notes. 8V0., 165. 

Rich. — A Diction A r y of Roman and 
O smiiK Antiquities. By A. Rich, B.A. 
With 2000 Woodcuts. Crown 8vo., 75. ^d. 

Sophocles. — Translated into English 
Verse. By Robert Whitelaw, M.A., 
Assistant Master in Rugby School. Cr. 8vo., 
Sr. 6d. 

Tacitus. — The History of P. 
CoRxVELius Tacitus. Translated into 
English, with an Introduction and Notes, 
Critical and ^Explanatory, by Albert 
William Quill, M.A., T.C.D. 2 vols. 
Vol. I. 8vo., 75. 6d, Vol. II. 8vo., 12.L 6d. 

Tyrrell. — Trans LA no ns into Greek 
and Latin Verse, Edited by R. Y. 
Tyrrell. 8vo., 6r. 

Virgil. 

The jEneid of Virgil. Translated 
into English Verse by John Coning jon. 
Crown 8vo., 65. 

The Poems of Virgil. Translated 
into English Prose by John Conington. 
Crown 8vo., 65. 

The aEneid of Virgil, freely trans- 
lated into English Blank Verse. By 
W. J. Thornhill. Crown 8vo., ys. 6d. 

The aEneid of Virgil. Translated 
into English Verse by James Rhoades. 
Books I. -VI. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

Books VII. -XII. Crown 8vo., 55. 


iiijtogham (William). 

Songs and Poems. With 
if * Frontispiece of the Waterfall of Asaroe. 
|?;:4,Pcf.8vo., 65. 


Poetry and the Drama. 


AUREnce BlouSifield. With Por- 
^ . tirait of the Author. Fcp. 8vo., 3J. 6 d, 

^^^OWER Pieces I V A V and Night 
Songs ; BALLAp^AMWxiAi 2 Designs by 
.D. G. RossETTril^^iScRV 8vo,, 6 s, large 
|.ypapei;,edition,>a«;. 


Allingham (William) — continued. 

Life and Phantasy: with Frontisi* 
piece by Sir J. E. Millais, Bart., and 
Design by Arthur Hughjes. Fcp. 8vo., 
65. ; large paper edition, 125. 

Thought and Word, and Ashby 
Manor: a Play. Fcp. 8 vo., 6 i. ; large 
paper edition, 125. 

Blackberries. Imperial i6mo^., 65. 

Sets of the above 6 vols. may he had in uni- 
form Half ’pdis^hn^^ binding, prife 305. 
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Poetry and the Drama —continued, . 'fM 


Armstrong (G. F. Savage). 

Poems : Lyrical and Dramatic. Fcp. 
8vo., 

King ul . (The T ragedy of I srael , 

Part I.) Fcp. 8vo., 5s. 

King Da vid. (The T ragedy of Israel, 

Part'll.) Fcp. 8 vo., 65. 


Goethe. ■ ' 

Faust, Part I., the German Text^^S 
• with Introduction and Notes. ByALBERT'||^ 
M. Selss, Ph.D., M.A. Crown 8vo., 

Faust. Translated, with NQtesi|| 
By T. E. Webb. 8vo., 12s. td. ' % 


King Solomon. (The Tragedy of G u rney.— : Poerp9;| 
Israel, Part III.) Fcp. 8vo., 65. » By Rev. Alekeo Gurney, M.A. CroWlJ;^ 

: a Tragedy. Fcp. 8vo., 65. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 


A Garland FROM Greece : Poems, j 
Fcp. 8vo., 75. 6rf. I 

Stories OF Wicklow: Poems. Fcp. ! 
8vo., 75. 6rf. j 

Mephistopheles in Broadcloth : j 
a Satire. Fcp. 8vo., 45. j 

One in the Infinite: a Poem. 
Crown 8 VO., 75. 6^. 

Armstrong.— Poetical Works 
OF Edmund J. Armstrong. Fcp. 8vo., 5s. 

Arnold.— The Z iGHT OF THE World: 
or. The Great Consummation. By Sir 
Edwin Arnold. With 14 Illustrations 
after Holman Hunt. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Beesly (A, H.). 

Ballads and other Verse. 
Fcp. 8yo., 55. 

D ANTON, AND OTHER VeRSE. Fcp. 
8 VO., 45. bd . 


Ingelow (Jean). y 

Poetical Works. 2 vols. Fcpili 

8vO., I 2 S. 

Lyrical and other Poems. Selec^^J 
ted from the Writings of Jean iNOELOwi^J 
Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. cloth plain, 35. cloth 

Lang (Andrew). 

Grass of Parnassus. Fcp. 8v(^*^j 
25. 6d. net. 


The Blue Poetry Book. 
by Andrew Lang. With ioo Illustratio^^ 
Crown 8vo., 65. - 

Layard.— 5f?A7;6' in Many 
By Nina F. Layard. And Tub WandRIR^ 
JXG Albatross, &c. By Annie Corder, 
one volume. Crown 8vo., 55. * 


'Ltz\iy.—FoEMs. I 

Lecky. Fcp. 8vo., 55. 


By W. E, 


Bell (Mrs. Hugh). 

Chamber Comedies: a Collection L^ton (Ihe Earl of), 

, of Plays and Monologues for the Drawing Meredith). 

Room. Crown 8vo., 65. Marah. Fcp. 8vo., 65. 6^/. 

pAiRY Tale Plays, and How to 
Act Them. With 91 Diagrams and 52 Poppy : a Fantasia. 

Illustration^. Crown 8vo., 65. Plate and Design on Title-F 


Cochrane (Alfred). 

Thr Kestrel's Nest, and other 
^A^se^. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. td- 

Ieviore Pleqt^o: Occasional 

Verses. Fcap. Syo., 3f. 6d. 


King Poppy : a F'antasia. With ;)! 
Plate and Design on Title-Page 
Burne-Jones, A.I^.A. Cr. 8vo., 

The Wanderer. Cr. 8 vo., 10^. 6 ^ 

Lucile. Crown 8 vo., 105. 6d. 

Selected Poemr,, Cr. 8 vo.^j 05 , 


'20 MESSRS. LONGMANS & CO.’S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS. 


Pdetry and the 

Macaulay, — f./i kv of Ancient Rome, 

dr»c. By Lord Macaulay. 

Illustrated by G. Scharf. Fcp. 4to., los. 6rf. 

Bijou Edition. 

x8mo., 25. 6d. gilt top. 

— Popular Edition. 

Fcp. 4to., 6</. sewed, 15. cloth. 

Illustrated by J. R. Weguklin. Crown 
8vo., 35. 6rf. 

Annotated Edition. Fcp. 8vo., is. sewed, 
IS. M. cloth. 

Macdonald (George, LL.D.). 

A Book of Strife^ in the Form of 
THE Diary of an Old Soul : Poems. 
i8mo., 65. 

Ram POLL! : Growths from a Zong- 
. Planted Root: being Translations, New 
and Old (mainly in verse), chiefly from the 
German ; along with ‘ A Year’s Diary of 
an Old Soul Crown 8vo., 65. 

Morris (William). 

Poetical Works— Library Edition. 
Complete in Ten Volumes. Crown 8vo., 
price 65. each. 

The Earthly Paradise. 4 vols. 
6 s. each. 

The Life and Death of Tason. 

6 s. 

The Defence of Guenevere, and 
other Poems. 65. 

The Story of Sigurd the Volsung^ 
and The Fall of the Niblungs. 6 s. 

Loue is Enough ; or, the F'reeing of 
Pharamond: A Morality; and Poems 
BY the Way. 6 s. 

The Odyssey of Homer. Done 
into English Verse. 6 s. 

The aEneids of Virgil. Done 
into English Verse. 65. 


Certain of the Poetical Works may also 
be had in the following Editions : — 

The Earthly .Paradise. 

Popular Edition. 5 vols. lamo., 255.; 

or 55. each, sold separately. 

The same in Ten l^rts,'255.; or 25. 6 d. 

each, sold sisparately. ' 

Cheap Edition^ in i yol. Crown 8vo., 


Drama — continued. 

Morris (William) — continued. 

Loye is Enough ; or, the Freeing of 
Pharamond: A Morality. Sqy are crown 
8vo., 75. 6 d. 

Poems iJY THE Way. Square crown 
8vo., 65. 

*** For Mr. William Morris’s Prose 
Works, see pp. 22 and 31. ' 

Nesbit. — La ys and Legends. ByE. 
Nesbit (Mrs. Hubert Bland). First 
Series. Crown 8vo., 35. 6 d. Second Series. 
With Portrait. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

Riley (James Whitcomb). 

Old Fashioned Roses : Poems. 
i2mo., 55. 

A Child- World: Poems, Fcp. 
8vo., 55. 

Romanes. — A Selection from 'the 
Poems of George John Romanes, M.A., 
LL.D., F.R.S. With an Introduction by 
T. Herbert Warren, President of Mag- 
dalen College, Oxford. Crown 8vo., 45. 6 d. 

Shakespeare. — Bo ivdler's Fa mil f 
Shakespeare. With' 36 Woodcuts. 1 vol. 
8vo., X45. Or in 6 vols. Fcp. 8vo., 215. 

The Sha kespea re Bir thda y Book. 
By Mary F. Dunbar. 32mo., 15. 6 d. 

Tupper. — Forms. By John Lucas 

Tupper. Selected and Edited by William 
Michael Rossetti. Crown 8vo., 55. 

*** The author of these Poems was a Sculptor, ami 
afterwards A rt Instructor in Ruf^by School. He died in 
1879, havinf^ been a very close associate of the Pre- 
Raphaelite Brotherhood, and contributinf' in verse and 
prose to their magazine, the ‘ Germ,’ in 1850. 

Wordsworth. — Selected Forms. * 

By Andrew Lang, With Photogravure 
Frontispiece of Rydal Mount. With 16 
Illustrations and numerous Initial Letter#. 
By Alfred Parsons, A.R.A. Crown 8vo.» 
gilt edges, 6s. 

Wordsworth and Coleridge.—-^ 

DESCRIP'TION of the IVORDSWORTH AND 
Coleridge Manuscripts in the Pos- 
session of Mr. 7 \ Norton Loi^gman. 
Edited, with Notes, by W. Hale White. 
With 3 Facsimile, Reproductions. 410., 

105. 6 d. ' • 
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Allingham.— Paths, By | 

FkAncis Allingiiam. Crown 8vo., 6.?. 

Anstey (F., Author of ‘Vice Versa’). 

VocE^ PopuLi. Reprinted from 
‘ Punch First Series. With 20 Illus- 
trations by J. Bkrnard Partridge. 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6rf. 

The^ Man fkom Blankley's : a 
Story in Scenes, and other Sketches. 
With 24 Illustrations by J. Bernard 
Partridge. Post 4to., bs. , 

Astor. — A Journey in other 
Worlds : a liomance of the P'uture. By 
John Jacou Astor. With 10 Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo., bs. 

Beaconsfield (The Earl of). 
Novels and Tales. Complete 
in II vols. Crown 8vo., is. bd. each. 

Vivian Grey. Sybil. 

The Young Duke, &c. Henrietta Temple. 

Alroy, Ixion, &c. Venetia. 

Contarini l^'leming, Coningsby. 

&c. Lothair. 

Tancred. Endymion, 

Novels and Tales. The Hughen- 
den Edition. With 2 Portraits and ii 
Vignettes. 11 vols. Crown 8vo., 42s. 

Black. — The Princess D^:sikAe. 
By Clementina Black. With 8 Illustra- 
tions by John Williamson, Cr. 8vo., 6s. 

Crump. — Wide Asunder as the 
Poles. By Arthur Crump. Cr, 8vo., 6s. 

Deland. — Philip and His Wife, 

Crown 8vo,, 2s. bd. 

Diderot. — Rameau's Nephew: a 

Translation from Diderot’s Autographic 
Text. By Sylvia Margaret Hill. Crown 
8vo., 3s. bd. 

Dougall. — Beggars All. By L. 

Dougall. Crown 8vo., 3s. bd. 

Doyle (A. Conan). 

^Micah Clarke: A Tale of Mon- 
mouth’s Rebellion. With 10 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo., 3s. bd. 

The Cap 7 *a/n of the Polestar, 
and other Tales. Cr. 8vo., 3s. bd. 

The Refugees: A Tale of the 
Huguenots. With 25 Illustrations. Cr. 
S^.y 3s. bd. 

The Stark Munro Letters, Cr. 
8vo, 6s. 


Farrar (F. W., Dean of Canter- 

bury). 

Darknfiss and Dawn: or, Scenea' 
in the Days of Nero. An Historic Tale. 
Cr. 8vo., 7s. bd. 

Gathering Clouds : a Tale of the 
Days of St. Chrysostom. Cr. 8vo., 7s. bd, 

Fowler (Edith H.). 

'The Young Pretenders. A Story, 
of Child Life. With 12 Illustrations by: 
Philip Burne-Jones. Crown 8vo., 6s. . 

The Professor' s Children. With 
24 Illustrations by Ethel Kate Burgess. 
Crown 8 VO., 6s. 

Froude. — The Two Chiefs of Dun- 

boy: an Irish Romance ofthe Last Century. 
By James A. Froude. Cr. 8vo., 35. bd, 

Gilkes. — Kallistratus : an Auto- 
biography. A Story of Hannibal and the 
Second Punic War. By A. H. Gilkes, M.A., 
Master of Dulwich College. With 3 Illus- 
trations by Maurice Greiffenhagen. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Graham. — The Red Scaur: A 

Novel of Manners. By P. Anderson 
Graham. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Gurdon. — Memories and Fancies : 

Suffolk Tales and other Stories ; Fairy 
Legends; Poems; Miscellaneous Articles. 
By the late Lady Camilla Gurdon, Author 
of ‘ Suffolk I'olk-Lore ’. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

Haggard (H. Rider). 

Heart of the World. With 15 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., bs. ^ 

Joan Haste. With 20 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo., 3s. bd. 

The People of the Mist. With 
16 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Montezuma's Da ughter. With 24. 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

She. With 32 Illustrations. Crowa 
8vo., 3s. bd. 

Allan Quatermain. With 31 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3s. bd. 
Maiwa's Revenge : Cr. 8vo., is. 6 d, 
Colonel Quaf^tch^ V.C. Cr. 8vo. 

3s. bd. 

Cleopatra. ^With 29 Illustrations! 
Crown 8 vq., 3s. bd.^ 
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^flaggard (H. Rider) — continued. 
W'Beatiuce. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6 d. 

Brighteyes. With 51 IlluwS- 

itrations. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

THE Lily. With 23 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 3s. M. 

AAllai^s Wife. With 34 Illiistra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6rf. 

\-I^The W/ 7 'ch's Head. With 16 

p ^ ' Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 35. M. 

W,MR’ Meeson's Will. With 16 

gvp Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3s. td. 
'M^aiyh. With 16 Illustrations. Cr. 

•' 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

pp^gard and Lang .— TV //? World's 
jDes/RE. By H. Rider Haggard and 
AtfDREW Lang. With 27 Illustrations. 
k Crown 8vo., 3s. 6rf. 

pJarte . — Ih the Carquinez Woods 
p.; and other stories. By Bret Harte. Cr. 
b 8vo., 35. 6d. 

—The Heart of Princess\ 
By Anthony Hope. With 9 Illus- 
f trations by John • Williamson. Crown 

8vo., 6s. 

Ihprnung . — The Unbidden Guest. 
|f.:;'ByE. W. Hornung. Crown 8vo., 3s. ()d. \ 

Ijatome . — Sketches in Lavender: 
'Ix^jBlue and Green. By Jerome K. Jerome, 
Author of ‘ Three Men in a Boat,’ etc. 
Crown 8 VO ., Cs. 

iJt ^ ng . — A Monk of Fife; being 
the Chronicle written by Norman Leslie 
Pitcullo, concerning Marvellous Deeds 
I'/; that befel in the Realm of France, 1429-31. 
Andrew JLang. With 13 Illustrations 
S^lwyn Image. Cr. Svo., 6s. 

(Edna). 

' The Autobiography OF A Slander. 
■% ' Fcp. 8vo., IS., sewed. 

Pre.sentation Edition. With 20 Illustra- 
tions by Lancelot Speed. Crown 
; 8vo., 2 s. bd. net. 

ir T he Autobiography of a Truth. 

Fcp. 8vo., IS., sewed; is. 6rf., cloth. 
’‘'^‘Doreen. The Story of a Singer. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Wayfaring Men* Crown 8vo., 6s. 

^^vett-Yeats (S.). 

^:qTHR Chevalier WAuri AC. Crown 
^;^tf.,.>8vo., 6s. 

Galahad OF THE CRREKSy and 

^ ; othe^ Crown Svo., 6s. 


Melville (G. J. Whyte). 

The Gladiators. Holmby House. 

The Interpreter. Kate Coventry. 

Good for Nothing. i^igby Grand. 

The Queen’s Maries. General Bounce. 

Crown Svo., is. bd. each. 

Merriman.— The Study 

of a Life. By Henry Slton Merriman, 
With Frontispiece and Vignette by H. G. 
Massey, A.R.E. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

MQrris (William). 

The Water of the Wondrous 

Isles. Crown 8vo., 7s. bd. 

The Well a t the World's End. 
2 vols. 8vo., 28s. 

The Story of the Glittering 
Plain which has been also called The 
Land of the Living Men, or The Acre of 
the Undying. Square post Svo., 5s. net. 
The Foots of the Mountains^ 
wherein is told somewhat of the Lives of 
the Men of Burgdale, their Friends, their 
Neighbours, their Foemen, and their 
Fellows-in-Arms. Written in Prose and 
Verse. Square crown 8vo., 8s. 

A Tale of the House of the 
W oLFiNGS, and all the Kindreds of the 
Mark. Written in Prose and Verse. 
Second Edition. Square crown 8vo., 6s. 

A Dream of John Ball, and a 
King's Lesson. r2mo., is. 6d. 

News from Nowhere; or, An 
Epoch of Rest. Being some Chapters 
from an Utopian Romance. Post 8vo., 

IS . bd. 

%* For Mr. William Morris’s Poetical 
Works, see p. 20. 

Newman (Cardinal). 

Loss and Gain: The Story of a 
Convert. Crown Svo. Cabinet Edition, 
6s. j Popular Edition, 3s. bd. 

Callista : A Tale of the Third 
Century. Crown Svo. Cabinet Edition, 
6j. ; Popular Edition, 3s. 6d. 

Oliphant. — Old Mr. Tredgold. 
By Mrs. Oliphant. Crown 8vo., 6s. • 

Phillipps-Wolley.— a Legend 
of the Lone Mountain. By C. Phillipps- 
Wolley. With 13 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, , 3s. bd. 

Quintana. — The Cid Campeador .* 

an Historical Romance. By D. As-tonio 
DE Trueba y la Quintana. Translated 
from the Spanish by Henry J. Gill, M.A., 
T. C.D. . 6i. ’ ■ ^ 
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Rhoscomyl (Owen). 

Ti/b Jewel of Galon: being 

a hitherto unprinted Chapter in the History 
of th« Sea Rovers. With 12 Illustrations 
by Lancelot Speed. Cr. 8vo., 3s. td. 

Battlement and Tower : a 
Romance. With Frontispiece by R. 
Caton WooDviLLE. Ctown 8vo., 65. 

For the White Rose of Arno: 
a Story of the Jacobite Rising of 1^45* 
Crown 8 VO., 65. 

Sewell (Fl IZAliKTH M.). 

A Glimpse of the World. Amy Herbert, 
Laneton Parsonage. Cleve Hall. 

Margaret Percival. Gertrude. 

Katharine Ashton. Home Life. 

The Earl’s Daughter. After Life. 

The fixperience of Life. Ursula. Ivors. 

Cr. 8vo.. 15. bd, each cloth plain. 25. bd 
each cloth extra, gilt edges. 

Stevenson (Robert Louis). 

The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll 
AND Mr. Hyde. Fcp. 8vo., is. sewed. 
15 . 6d. cloth. 

The Strange Case of Dr. 
Jkkyll and Mr. Hyde; with other 
Fables. Crown 8vo., 35. bd. 

More New Ara bian Nights — The 
Dynamiter. By Robert Louis Steven- 
son and Fanny van de Grift Steven- 
son. Crown 8vo., 35. bd. 

The Wrong Bon. By Robert 

Louis S tevenson and Lloyd Osbourne. 
Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Suttner. — Tav Down Your Arms 

{Die Waffen Nieder ) : The Autobiography 
of Martha Tilling. By Bertha von 
Suttner. Translated by T. Holmes. 
Cr. 8vo., 15 . 6d. 

Taylor. — Early. Italian Loye- 

S 'TORIES. Edited and Retold by Una 
Taylor. With 12 Illustrations by H. J. 

PORD. 

Trollope (Anthony). 

ThjY Warden. , Cr. 8vo., is. 6d, 

B ARCHESTER ToW^ERS* Ci, 8vO., 
15. 6<f. > • ' 


Walford (L. B.). • 

IvA Kildare: a Matrimonial Pro*^ 
blem. Crown 8vo., 65. 

AIr. Smith : a Part of his 
Crown 8 vo., 25. bd. .'-V^ 

The Baby's Grandmother. Cxh 

8 vo., 25 . bd. • i 

Cousins. Crown 8vo., 25. 6J. y ; 
Troublesome Daughters, Cl^ 

8 vo., 25 . bd. 

Pauline. Crown. 8vo., 2s. 6t?. ’ 

Dick Netherby. Cr. 8vo., 2s. 6d^. 
The History of a Week. 

8 vo. 25 . bd. . 

A Stiff-necked Generation. 

8 vo. 25 . bd. • ' 

Nan., and other Stories. Cr. 8v0.i1 

25 . bd. '*;J 

2'he Mischief of Monica. .Cri| 

8 vO., 25 . Ct/. : 

The One Good Guest. Cr. 8vd5| 

25 . bd, 

‘ Ploughed,' and other Storie^J? 

Crown 8 vo., 25. bd. , i-:. 

The Ma tciima ker. Cr. 8vo. , 25. 

Weyman (Stanley). I 

The House of the Wolf. Qt^: 

8vo., 35. 6rf. • 

A Gentleman OF France. Cr. Svo.J) 
65. 

The Red Cockade. Cr. 8vo., 65. 

Watson. / at; and Chasing r Mi 
Volume of Sporting Stories and Sketches^' 
By Alfred K. T. Watson, Editor of the't 
‘Badminton Magazine’. With numeiOWk’ 
Illustrations. < 

Whishaw (Frkp.). 

A Boyar of 'the Terrible: 
Romance of the Court of Ivan the Crud^' 
First Tzar of Russia. With 12 Illulsffa^$ 
tions by H. G. Massey, A.R.E. Cro>^! 
8 vo., 6s. 

A Ts^x's GxAT/ri/D/i. Cr. 8vo., $ji| 

Woods. — Weeping Ferry, and other^ 
Stories. By Margaret L. Woods, Autho/ifi 
of ‘A Village Tragedy.’. ^Crown 8yo., 6j 
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Popular Seienee 


Butler. — Our Household Insects. 
An Account of the Insect-Pests found in 
f Dwelling-Houses. By Edward A. Butler, 
B.A., B.Sc. (Lond.). With 113 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 35. 6rf. 


Fumeaux (W.). 

The Outdoor World; or The 
Young Collector’s Handbook. With 18 
Plates 16 of which are coloured, and 549 
Illustrations in the Text. Grown 8vo., 
7i. 6d. 

Butterflies and Moths (British). 
With 12 coloured Plates and 241 Illus- 
trations in the Text. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6i. 

Life in Ponds and Streams. 
With 8 coloured Plates and 331 Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Crown 8vo., ys. 6d. 


Hartwig (Dr. George). 

The Sea and its Living Wonders. 
With 12 Plates and 303 Woodcuts. 8vo., 
ys, net. 

The Tropical , World, With 8 
Plates and 172 Woodcuts. 8vo., ys. net. 

The Polar WoRLD.With 3 Maps, 
8 Plates and 85 Woodcuts. 8vo., ys. net. 

The Subterranean World. With 

3 Maps and 80 Woodcuts. 8vo., ys. net. 

; ; The Aerial World. With Map, 8 
PJates and 60 Woodcuts. 8vo., ys. net. 

.Heroes of the Polar World. 19 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 25. 

Wonders of the Tropical Forests. 

40 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 2s. 

Workers under the Ground. 29 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 25. 

Marvels Over our Heads. 29 
Illustrations. Ci-. 8vo., 2s. 

Sea Monsters and Sea Birds. 75 
Illustrations. Cr. ?vo., 2s. 6d. 

> Denizens of the Deep, i 17 IIIus - 
tratir)ns. C^ 8vo., 2J. fd. 


(Natural History, &e.). 

Hartwig (Dr. George) — continued. 

VoLCA NOES and Ear thq ua kes. 3 o 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., is. dd^, 

Wild Animals of the Tropics. 
66 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 3s. td. 

Helmholtz. — Popular Lectures on 
Scientific Subjects. By Hermann von 
Helmholtz. With 68 Woodcuts. 2 vols. 
Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. each. 


I Hudson (W. H.). 

British Birds. With a Chapter 

on Structure and Classification by Frank 
E. Beddard, F.R.S. With 16 Plates (8 
of which are Coloured), and over 100 Illus- 
trations in the Text. Cr. 8vo., ys. 6d. 

Birds in London. With numerous 
Illustrations from Drawings and Photo- 
graphs. 

Proctor (Richard A.). 

Light Science for Leisure Hours. 
Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects. 3 
vols. Cr. 8vo., 55. each. 

Rough W a vs ma de Smoo th. Fami- 
liar Essays on Scientific Subjects. Crown 
8vo., 35. 6J. 

Pleasant Wa vs in Science. Crown 
8vo., 3J. 6d. 

Nature Studies. By R. A. Proc- 
tor, Grant Allen, A. Wilson, T. 
Foster and E. Clodd. Crown 8vo., 
35. 6i. 

Leisure Readings. By R. A. Proc- 
tor, E. Clodd, A. W’ilson, T. Fost^ 
and A. C. Ranyard. Cr. 8vo. , 35. fid. 

*„* For Mr. Proctor^s other hooks see Messrs. 

Longmans &• Co.'s Catalogue of Scientific 

Works. 


Stanley. — A Familiar HisTdRv of 
Birds. By E. Stanley, D.D., formerly 
Bishop of Norwich. With Illustrations, 
Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 
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Popular Soieuee (Natural History, &e.) — continued. 


Wood (Rev. J. G.). 

Homes without Hands: A Descrip- 
tion of the Habitation of Animals, classed 
accortiing to the Principle of Construc- 
tion. With 140 Illustrations. 8vo., 
75., net. 

Insects a t Home : A Popular Ac- 
coiint of British Insects, their Structure, 
Habits and Transformations. With 700 
Illustrations. 8vo., 75. net. 

Insects Abroad : a Popular AcccAint 

• of Foreign Insects, their StruAure, Habits 
and Transformations. With 600 Illustra- 
tions. Kvo., 7s. net. 

Bible Animals : a Description of 
every Living Creature mentioned in the 
Scriptures. With ii2 Illustrations. 8vo., 
75. net. 

Petland Revisited, With 33 

Illustrations. Or. 8vo., 3s. 6rf. 

Out of Doors; a Selection of 
Original Articles on Practical Natural 
History. With 11 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 
3s. 6d. 


Wood (Rev. j. G.) — continued. 

Strange Dwellings : a Description 
of the Habitations of Animals, abridged - 
from ‘ Homes without Hands ’. With 60- 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 

Bird Life of the Bible. 32 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo. , 35. 

Wonderful Nests. 30 Illustrations, 
Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 

Homes under the Ground. 28 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 3^. 6d. 

Wild Anima ls of the Bible. 2g 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Domestic Animals of the Bible, 

23 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d. 

The Branch Builders. 28 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., 25 . 6d. 

Social Habitations and Parasitic 
Nests. 18 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 25. 


Works of 

Longmans’ Gazetteer of the 

WoEi.D. Edited by Gkorge G. Chis- 
holm, M.A., H.Sc. Imp. 8vo., £2 2s. cloth, 
£2 125 . 6(/. half-morocco. 


Maunder (Samuel). 

Biographical Treasury. With 

Supplement brought down to i88g. By 
Rev. James Wood. Fcp. 8vo., 65. 

Treasury OE Geography, Physical, 

Historical, Descriptive, and Political. 
With 7 Maps and 16 Plates. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 

The Treasury of Bible Know- 
ledge. <By the Rev. J. Ayre, M.A. With 
Maps,^ 15 Plates, and 300 Woodcuts, 
cp. 8vb., 65. 

Treasury of Knowledge and Lib- 
rary OF Reference, Fcp. Hvo., 65. 

Historical Treasury, Fcp.8\o.,65. 


Reference. 

Maunder (Samuel)— coK<»j«erf. 

Scientific and Literary Trea^ 

SURY. P'cp. 8vo., 65. 

The Treasury of Botany. Edited 
by J. Lindley, F.R.S., and T. MoOREi 
F.L.S. With 274 Woodcuts and 20 Steel 
Plates. 2 vols. Fcp. 8vo., 12s. ' 


Roget. — Thesaurus of English 
f VoRDS AND Phrases. Classified and Ar- 
ranged so as to Facilitate the Expression o; 
Ideas and assist in Literary CompositioiS 
By Peter Mark Roget, M.D., F.R.S 
Recomposed throughout, enlarged and irft 
proved, partly from the Author’s Notes, a&i 
with a full Index, by the Author’s Son 
John Lewis Roget. Crown 8vo., los: 6d 


Willich.-/’o/>f//.^A’ Tables for givinj 
information for ascertaining the value ( 
Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church Property 
the Public’ Funds, &c. By Charles^Ii! 
WiLLicH. Edited by H. Bence JONjW 
Crown 8vo., los. j6d. 
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^hildm'slBo^ 


plike (Rev. A. D.). 


{Mdwv the Fair ; or, The First 

Chronicle of ^Escendune. Cr. 8vo. , 2s. ^d. 

THR Dane ; or, The Second 
Chronicle of i^scendune. Cr. 8vo. 25. M. 
p:;, The Rival Heirs : being the Third ! 

and Last Chronicle of i®scendune. Cr. 
g, I ‘ 8vo., 2S. 6d. 

f;.%THE House or W alder ne. A Tale 

s of the Cloister and the Forest in the Days 
of the Barons’ Wars. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d. 
Mi'SRiAN Fitz-Count. a Story of 
!l'r Wallingford Castle and Dorchester 
. Abbey. Cr. 8vo., 25. 6d. 

l;^dhg (Andrew). — Edited by. 
i'THE Bl ue Fa ir V Book, With i 38 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., is. 

T^e Red Fairy Book. With 100 
V Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 65. 

Green Fa irv Book. With 99 
' Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

I' \The Yelloiv Fairy Book, With 
104 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

)f THE Pink Fairy Book. With 67 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

‘ The Bl ue Poetr y Book. With 100 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

P ‘- The Blue Poetry Book. School 
' . Edition, without Illustrations. Fcp. 8vo., 
2S. 6</. 

t^./THE True Story Book. With 66 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s, 

The Red Tr ue Stor y Book. With 
100 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s, 
YC-:The Animal Story Book. With 


67 Illustrations. 

iJfeade (L. T.). 

trP'ADDYs Boy. 
|V,’ Crown 8vo., 3^. 


Crown Svo., 6s. 

With Illustrations. 

C)d. 


I Meade (L. 7.)— continued. 

Deb and the Duchess. With Illus - ‘ 

trations. Crown 8vo., 3s. Gil. 

The Berks FORD Prize. With 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3s. Grf. 

The House of Surprises. "Vyith 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6 d. 

Molesworth— 5/z ver thorns. By 

Mrs. Molusworih. With Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo., 5s. 

Praeger. — 'The Adyentu res of the 
'Three Bold Bales: Hector, Honorta 
AND A HINDER. A Story in Pictures. •By 
S. R0.SAMOND Praeokr. With 24 Coloured 
Plates and 24 Outline Pictures. Oblong 
4to., 3s. 6d. 

Stevenson. — A Child's Garden of 
Verses. By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
Fcp. 8vo., 5s. 

Sullivan.— // ataV' They A re ! M ore 
Stories. Written and Illustrated by Jas. F. 
Sullivan. Crown 8vo., 65. 

Upton (Florence K. and Bertha). 
The Adventures of 'Tiyo Dutch 
Dolls and a ^ Golliwogg\ With 31 
Coloured Plates and numerous Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Oblong 3 to., 6s. 

The GaLJAiYOGG's Bicycle Club. 
With 31 Coloured Plates and numerous 
Illustrations in the Text. Oblong 4to., 
6s. 

The Vege-Men s Revenge. With 
Coloured Plates and numerous Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Oblong 4t()., 6s. 

Wordsworth.— 7>/£ Snojv Garden, 

AND OTHER FaIRY TaLES FOR CHILDREN. 
By Elizabeth Wordsworth. With 10 
Illustrations by Trevor Haddon. Crown 
8vo., 3s. 6r/. 


Longmans’ Series of Books for Girls. 

6d. each. 

The Third Miss St. Quentin. 
Mrs. Molesworth. 


Price 25. 

'^TMLIER {Thf) Du Lys: or, an Art 

^^,l3tl*dent in the Reign ot Terror. 

By the same Author. 


Mademoiselle Mori: a 
l^y.Tale of Modern Rome. 
^ Olden Time ; a 
of the Peasant 
in Germany. 
yduNGER Sister. 


That Child. 
Under a Cloud. 
Hester's Venture 
7 'he Fiddler of 
Lugau. 

A Child of the 
Revolution. 

Priory. By L. N. 


mB^RSTONE 
tJOMYN. 

H'M Story of a Spring Morning, 
itCL By Mrs. Movcsworth. Illustrated. 
t: Palace in, ^he Garden By 


By 


Very Young; and Quite Another 
Story. Two Stories. By Jean Ingelow. 
Can this be Love? By Louisa Parr.* 
Keith Deramore. By the Author of 
* Miss Molly ® 

Sidney. By Margaret Deland. 

An Arranged Marriage. By 

Dorothea Gerard. 

Last Words to Girls on Lira at 
School and after School. By Maria 
Grey. — 7; — 

Stray foK^ Girls. By 

Mistress oC 
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The Silver Library. 

Crown 8 vo. 35. M . each Volume. 


Itraold’s (Sir Edwin) Sens and Lands. With 
71 Illustration.s. 3.?. 6d. 

Bagehdt’s (W.) Biographical Studies. 35. 6d. 
Bagehot’s (W.) Economic Studies. 3.V. 6d. 
Bagehot's ( W.) I Itcrary Studies. With Portrait. 

3 vols, 3Jr. td. each. 

Baker’s (Sir B. W.) Eight Tears in Ceylon. 

^^th 6 Illustrations. 3J. 6d, 

Baker’s (Sir S. W.) Rifle and Hound in Ceylon. 

With 6 Illustrations, 6d. 

Barlng-Qould’s (Rev. S.) Curious Myths the 
Middle Ages. 3^. 6d. 

Baring-Qould’s (Rev. S.) Origin and Develop- 
ment of Religious Belief. 2 vols. 3J,6i/.each. 
Becker’s (Prof.) Gallus ; or, Roman Scenes in the 
Time of Augustus. Illustrated, y. 6d. 
Becker’s (Prof.) Charlcles: or, Illustrations of 
the Private Life of the Ancient Greeks. 
Illu.strated. 3J. 6d. 

Bent’s (J. T.) The Ruined Cities of Mashona- 
land. With 117 Illustrations. 3J. 6d. 
Brassey’s (Lady) A Voyage in the ’Sunbeam*. 

With 66 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Butler’s (Edward A.) Our Household Insects. 
With 7 Plates and 113 Illustrations in the 
I'ext. y. 6d. 

Clodd’B (E.) Story of Creation: a Plain Account 
of Evolution, With 77 Illustrations, y.6d. 
Conybeare (Rev. W. J.) and Kowson’s (Very 
Rev. J. S.) Life and Epistles of St. Paul. 
46 Illustrations, 3^. 6d. 

Dougall’s (L.) Beggars All ; a Novel, y. 6d. 
Doyle’s (A. Conan) Micah Clarke. A 'Tale of ' 
Monmoi:tn’.s Rebellion. 10 lllu.sts. y. 6d. ; 
Doyle’s (A. Conan) The Captain of theTPolestar, j 
and other Tales, js. 6d, 

Doyle’s (A. Conan) The Refugees: A Tale of j 
T'wo Continents. With 23 Illustrations. 3.v6ri'. i 
Froudc’s (J. A.) The History of England, from i 
the Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat of the 
^Spanish Armada. .12 vols, y. 6d. each. ; 

Froude’s ( J. A.) The English in Ireland. 3 vols. j 
loi. 6 d, 1 

Froude’s (J. A.) The Divorce of Catherine of | 
Aragon, y. 61/. 

Froude’s (J. A.) The Spanish Story of the | 
Armada, and other F’s.says. 3^. 6t/. i 

Froude’s (J. A.) Short Studies on Great Sub- 
jects. 4 vols. y. 6d. each. ; 

Froude’s (J. A.) Thomas Carlyle : a History of i 
his Life./ I 

179S-i 83«- 2 vols. y. 

1834-1881. 2 vols. ys. i 

Froude’s (J.‘ A.) Cossar: a Sketch, y. 6d. 

. Froude’s^J. A.) The Two Chiefs of Dunboy : an 
Irish Romanci,- of the T.ast Clentury. 3.r. 6d. 

Gfsig’s (Rev. G. R.) Life of the Duke of 
Wellington. With Portraii. y. 6rf, 
Greville’a (C. C. l\} Journal of the Reigns of 
King George tv.; King William IV., and 
Queen yibtoita, 8 


Haggard’s (H. R.) She : A History of Adventit: 

32 Illustrations, y. 6d. " ■ 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Allan Quatermain. Wifi 
20 Illustrations. 3J-. 6d, , , ‘ 

Hazard’s (H. R.) Colonel Quaritch, V.C, i ; j 
Tale of Country Life. y. 6d. 

Hazard’s (H. R.) Cleopatra. With 29 Illustt 
tions. 3J. 6t/. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Eric Brighteyes. WithJ 

Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Beatrice, y. 6d. ! 4 j 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Allan’s Wife. With 34 

irations. 3.L 6rf. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Montezuma’s Daughter. WW 
25 Illustrations. 3^. 6d. ' ^1 

Haggard’s (H. R.) The Witch’s Head. 

16 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Mr. Meeson’s Will. , 

16 Illustrations. 3J. 6d. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Nada the Lily. With; 

Illustrations. 3.^. 6d* . ,.V 

Haggard’s (H.R.) Dawn. With i6Illusts. 3$. 
Haggard’s (H. R.) The People of the Mist. 

i6 Illustrations. 3J. 6d. '■"'<."^1 

Haggard's (H. R.) Joan Haste. With 20 
trations. y. 6d. 

Haggard (H. R.) and Lang’s (A.) The Worl^jlKlf 
Desire. With 27 Illustrations, y. 6d^ 'V; V 

Harte’s (Bret) In the Carquinez Woods jil^§ 
other Stories. 3s. 6d. ' 

Helmholtz’s (Hermann von) Popular Leetdriiw; 
on Scientlflc Subjects. With 68 lllustrationSv^) 
2 vols. 3J. 6d. each. 

Hornung’s (E. W.)The Unbidden Guest. y,JSi 
Howitt’s (W.) Visits to Remarkable 

80 Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 

Jefferies’ (R.) The Story of My Heart : I . 

Autobiography, With Portrait. 3J. 

Jefferies’ (R.) Field and Hedgerow* 

Portrait. 3^. 6d. - i' 

Jefferies’ (R.) Red Deer. 17 Illustrations^ ; 
Jefferies’ (R.) Wood Magic: a Fable, ■ _ 
Frontispiece and Vignette by E. V. B.’ 

Jefferies (R.) The Toilers of the Field*. * 
Portrait from the Bust in Salisbury Cath 
3 -V- (>d- * * . 

Kaye (Sir J.) and Malleson’s (Colonel) 
of the Indian Mutiny of 1857 - 8 . 6 

3<. bd. cacdi. 

Knight’s (E. F.) The Cruise of the 

tlu; Narrative of a Search for TreakMRft'lopI 
the Desert Island of Trinidad. 
iMa|).s and 23 Illustration.s. 3s. 6d. 

Knight's (E. F.) Where Three Empires M<s 4 ^j 
Narrative of Recent T ravel in^ Km* 
Western Tibet, Baltistan, Gilgit. Witti^^ 
and 54 Illustfa.tion.s. 3^. 6d. J 

Knight’s (E. F.) The ‘ Falcon ’ on the Balil^ 
Coasting Voyage from Hammersmtil 
Copenhagen in a^Three-'I'on Yacht. 

Map and n Illustrations, y. 6d, . 

Lang’s (A.) Angling Sketches. 20 

35, 6 c/. * i. 

Lang’s (A.) Custom and Myth: Studies of | 
Usage and Belief. y.6d. ' ^ 

Lang’s (Andrevf) Cook Lane and Commoti^S^ 

With a Neyr Prefas:e. %y. 6d. • ^ r . 
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The Silver Lihrsiry— continued 


Lees (J. A.) and Clutterbuck’s (W. J.) B. C. 
1887, A Ramblo In British Columbia. With 
Maps and 75 Illustrations. 3^-. 6d. 
Macaulay’s (Lord) Essays and Lays of Ancient 
Borne. With Portrait and Illustration. 3^. 6 f/. 
Hacleod’s (H. D.) Elements of Banking, y. 6d. 
Harbot’s (Baron de) Memoirs. Translated. 
2 vols. 7.V. 

Harshman’s (J. G.) Memoirs of Sir Henry 
Havelock. 3 ^-. 6d. 

Max Muller’s (F.) India, what can It teach us? 

y. 6d. 

Max Miiller’s (F.) Introduction to the Science 
of Religion. 3 ^. 6d. 

Herlvale’s (Dean) History of the Romans 
under the Empire. 8 vols, y. 6d. each. 
Mill’s (J. S.) Political Economy. 3 ^. 6d. 

Mill’s (J. S.) System of Logic, y. 6d. 

Milner’s (Geo.) Country Pleasures ; the Chroni- 
cle of a Year chielly in a Garden. 3^, 6d. 
Nansen’s (F.) The First Grossing of Greenland. 
With Illustrations and a Map. 3.9. 6d. 

Philllpps-Wolley’s (C.) Snap; a Legend of the 
Lone Mountain. 13 Illustrations, y. 6d. 
Proctor’s (R. A.) The Orbs Around Us. y. 6d. 
Proctor’s (R. A.) The Expanse of Heaven. 

3 J. 6d. 

Proctor’s (R. A.) Other Worlds than Ours. y.6d. 
Proctor’s (R. A.) Our Place among Infinities : 

a Series of Essays contrasting our Little 
Abode in Space and '.rime with the Infinities 
around us. C'rown 8vt')., 3.V. 6d, 

Proctor's (R. A.) Other Suns than Ours. 3 .S'. 6d. 


Proctor’s (R. A.) Rough Ways made Smooth. 

y. 6d, 

Proctor’s (R. A.) Pleasant Ways In Science. 

y. 6d. 

Proctor’s (R. A.) Myths and Marvels of As- 
tronomy. y. 6d. 

Proctor’s (R. A.) Nature Studies, y. 6d. * 
Proctor’s (R. A.) Leisure Readings. By R. A. 
Proctor, Edwako Ct.odd, Andrew 
Wilson, Thomas Fo.stek, and ‘A. C. 
Ranyakd, With Illustrations. 3^. 6d. 
Rhoscomyl’s (Owen) The Jewel of Ynys Galon. 

W'tb 12 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Rossetti’s (Marla F.) A Shadow of Dante, y. 
Smith’s (R. Bosworth) Carthage and the Cartha- 
ginians. With Maps, Plans, iSic, y. 6d. 
Stanley’s (Bishop) Familiar History of Birds. 

160 Illustrations, 3.>-. 6d. 

Stevenson’s (R. L.) The Strange Case of Dr. 
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde; with other Fables. 

3 .>'. bt/. 

Stevenson (R. L.) and Osbourne’s (LI.) The 
Wrong Box. y. 

Stevenson (Robert Louis) and Stevenson’s 
I^Fanny van de Grift) More New Arabian 
Nights. — 'Phe I)ynamiu;r. 3 ^'. bd. 

Weyman’s (Stanley J.) The House of the 
Wolf: a Romance. 3 ^'. bd. 

Wood’s (Rev. J. G.) Petland Revisited. With 
33 Illustrations. 3J. bd. 

Wood’s (Rev. J, G.) Strange Dwellings. With 
60 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Wood’s (Rev. J. G.) Out of Doors. With ii 
Illustrations. 3^. 6d. 


Cookery, Domestic Management, <&e. 


A.Cton. — Modern Cookery, By 
Eliza Acton. With 150 Woodcuts. Fcp. 
8vo ., 4s . brf . 

Bull (Thomas, M.D.). 

Hints to Mothers on the Man- 
agement OF THEIR Health during the 
Period of Pregnancy. Fcp. 8vo., is. Od. 

The Maternal Management of 
Children in Health and Disease. 
Fcp. 8vo., IS. ^d. 

be Salts (Mrs.). 

^ Cakes and Confections a la 
Mode. Fcp. 8vo., is. 

Dogs: A Manuai for Amateurs. 

Fcp. 8 VO., IS. 6^/. 

Dressed Game anw Poultry a la 
Mode, Fcp. 8vo., is. 6 rf . . 

Pressed Vegetables ^ la Mode, 

Fcp. 8vp. , IS. , 


De Salis (Mrs.). — continued, 
Z > AVA ^ A '. s ’ ^ la Mode. Fcp. 8vo., is.^d. 
EntrI^es a la Mode. Fcp. 8vo., 

IS. (id. 

Floral Decorations. Fcp. 8vo., 

IS. (id. 

Gardening a la Mode. Fcp. 8vo. 
Part I., Vegetables, is. (id. Part II., 
Fruits, IS. (id. 

Na tional Viands a la A/ode. Fcp. 
8 vo., IS. 6d. 

New-laid Eggs. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d. 
Oysters a la AIode. *J^cp. 8vo., 

IS. (id. 

Puddings and Pastry a Mode, 

Fcp. 8vo., IS. (id. 

Savouries a la Mode. Fcp. 8'fo., 

\s.(id. • •• 

Soups and Dressed . Fish ^ da 
Mode. Fcp . 8vo ., is . 6 ;^. 
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Cookery, Domestie Management, &e. — continued. 


De Salis (Mrs.). — continued. j 
Sweats and Slipper Dishes ^ la \ 

Mode. Fcp. 8vo., is. td. | 

Tempting Dishes eor Small In- j 

comeI Fcp. 8vo., IS. 6t/. I 

Wrinkles and Notions for \ 

E VERY Household. Crown 8vo. , is. M. i 

Lear. — Maigre Cookery. By H. L. ; 

SiDNK'? Lear. i6mo., 2s. ; 

Poole. — Cookery FOR the Diabetic. ; 
By W. n. and Mrs. Poole. With Preface , 
by*t)r. Pavy. Fcp. 8vo., 2S. 6(i. 


Walker (Jane H.). 

A Book for Every Woman. 
Part I., The Management of Children 
in Health and out of Health. Crown 
Svo., 2S- 6d. 

Part II. Woman in Health and out of 
Health. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d. 

A JIandhook for Mothers : 

being Simple Hints to Women on the 
Management of their Health during 
Pregnancy and Confinement, together 
with Plain Directions as to the Care of 
Infants. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d. 


Miscellaneous and Critical Works. 


Allingham.- r; iA’/Ar/£.s- jif Prosk. 
By William Allincjham. 3 vols. Cr. 8vo., 
i8s, (Vols. 1 and 2, Rambles, by Patkicius 
Walker. Vol. 3, Irish Sketches, etc.) 

Armstrong. — Ess a vs and Sketches. 
By Edmund J. Armstrong. Fcp. 8vo., 5s. 

Bagehot. — Studies. By 
Walter IUgehot. With Portrait. 3 vols. 
Crown 8vo., 3s. bd. each. 

Baring-Gould.— C’f/AVDt/.s’ Myths of 
THE Middle Ages. By Rev. S. Baking- 
Gould. Crown 8vo., 3s. bd. 

Baynes. — Shakespeare Studies, 

and other Essays. By the late Thomas 
S i’ENCER Baynes, LL.B., LL.D. Wi^i a 
Bioj-raphical Preface by Professor Lewis 
Cami'HELL. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

Boyd (A. K. H.) (‘A.K.H.B.’). 

AnU see MISCELLASEOUS THEOLOGICAL 
WORKS, p. 32. 

Autumn Holidays of a Country 
• Tarson Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 
Commonplace Philosopher. Cr. 

8vo., 3s. Gd. 

Critical Es.says of a Country 
Parson. Crown 8vo., 3s. Gd. 

East Coast Days and Memories. 
Crown 8vo., 3s. Gd. 

Landscapes, Churches, and Mora- 
* ...LITIES. Crown 8vc., 3s. Gd. 

Leisure Hc^rs in Town. Crown 
8vo., 3s. Gd.$ 

Lessons ofmMiddle Age. Crown 
8vo., 3s. Gj^ 

0(lR ^ IfiTLE Life. Two Series. 

Crotvy 8vo., 35. Ga. each. 

Our 'HomePy Comedy: and Tra- 
GBDY. Crown 8vo., Js. Gd. 


Boyd (A. K. H.) (^ A.K.H.B.').- 

cou tinned. 

Recrea tionsofa Countkv Parson. 
Tiiree Series. Crown 8vo., 35. Gd. each. 
Also First Series. Popular Edition. 8vo., 
Gd. Sewed. 

Brookings. -A’avav'A' for Dehate on 
C cRRExr Political, Pcokomic and 
Social Topics, lidited by W. Du Bors 
Brookings, A.B. of the Harvard Law 
School, and Rali*h Curtis RinctWALT, A.B. 
Assistant in Rlietoric in Columbia Univer- 
sity, New York. With an Introduction on 
‘ The Art of Debate ’ by Ai.iiERT Bushnell 
Hart, Pli.D. of Harvard University. With 
full Index. Crown (Svo., Gs. 

Butler (Samuel). 

Erewhon. Crown 8vo., 55. 

The Fair Haven. A Work in De- 
fence of the Miraculous Element in our 
Lord’s Ministry. Cr. 8vo., 7s. Gd. 

Life and Habit. An Essay after a 
Completer View of Evolution. Cr. 8vo., 
75. Gd. 

Evolution, Old and New. Cr. 
8vo., los. Gd. 

Alps and Sanctuaries of Pied- 
mont AND Canton Ticino. Illustrated. 
Pott 4to., u)s. Gd. 

Iajck, or Cunning, as the Main 
Means of Organic Modification? 
Cr. 8vo., 7s. Gd. 

Ex VoTo. An Account of the Sacro 
Monte or New jerusajem at Varallo-Sesia. 
Crown 8vo., los, Gd. 

The Authoress of the Odyssey^ 

WHERE AND' WILL C ShE WROTE, WHO 

She was, the Use made of the ^ 
Iliad, and How 1 he P\j^M grew under ' 
Her HANDS.* With lllu^atioris. Svo. 
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[Charities Register^ The Annual^ 

AND Digest: ^eing a Classified Register 
of Charities in or available in the Metro- 
pplis^ together with a Digest of Information 
respecting the Legal, Voluntary, and other 
Means for the Prevention and Relief of 
Distress, and the Improvement of the Con- 
dition of the Poor, and an Elaborate Index. . 
With an Introduction by C. S. Loch, Sec- 
retary to the Council of the Charity Organi- 
sation Society, London. 8vo., 4s. 

;Dreyfus. — Lectures on French ! 

' literature. Delivered in Melbourne by j 
Irma Dreyfus. With Portrait of the { 
Author. Large crown 8vo., 12s. 6d. ; 

Evans* — Tj/e Ancient Stone Im- i 

■ ELEMENTS^ IVKAHOXS AND ORNAMENTS OF \ 

Great Britain, By Sir John Evans, ! 
K.C.B., D.C.L., LL.D., E.R.S., etc. 

■ / With 537 Illustrations. Medium 8vo., 28s. 

6wilt. — An Encyclopaedia of Ar- 

- , CHiTBCTURE, By JOSEPH GWILT, F.S.A. 

^ Illustrated with more than iioo Engravings 
on Wood. Revised {1888), with Alterations 
and Considerable Additions by Wyatt 
> PaPWORTH. 8 vO., £2 I 2 S. (id. 

Hamlin. — A Text- Boon of the 

^ History of Architecture. By A. D. F. 
Hamlin, A.M. With 229 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 75. fid. 

i; Hampton. — For Remembrance : 

Wishes, Prayers, Thoughts. Compiled by 
the Lady Laura Hampton. Small 8vo. 

— Music and Morals. By 
‘ the Rev. II. R. Haweis. W'ith Portrait of 
the Author, and numerous Illustrations, 
Facsimiles, and Diagrams. Cr. 8vo., 75. fid. 

Hime. — Stray Military Papers. 

. / By Lieut-Colonel H. W. L. Mime (late 
V Royal Artillery). 8vo. 

Contents.- - liifanlry Fire Formations — On 
iMa-vking at Itille Matth.-s -The l^iogress of Field 
Artillery --^he Keeonnoitcring Duties of Cavalry. 

Indian Ideals (No. i). 

Narada SdTRA : an inquiry into 
■ Love (Bhal'tii^y'rAsd). Translated from 
tl;^ San skriti' with i-nl Independendent 
Commeota^ by /-V ,t. |Sturpv. Crown 


Jefferies.— (Richard). ^ 

Field and Hedgeroiy Pc 
trait. Crown 8vo., 35. fid. 

The Story of My Heart: n 

Autobiography. With Portrait and NeN< 
Preface by C. J. LoNGMAN.Xr. 8"o., 35. fid 

Red Deer. With 17 Illustrationf 
^ by J. Charlton and H. T unalv. Crowi 
8vo., 3s. fid. • 

The Toilers of the Field. Witl 
Portrait from the Bust in Salisbur 
Cathedral. Crown 8vo., 3s. fid. 

Wood Magic ; a Fable. With Fro: 
tispiece and Vignette by E. V. B. Crow 
8vo., 3s. fid. 

Thoughts from the Writings 0 
Richard Jefferies. Selected by H. I 
Hoole Waylkn. ifimo., 35. fid. 


Johnson. — The Patentees Mai 

UAL : a Treatise on the Law and Practi 
of Letters Patent. By J. Sc J. H. JoiiNSC 
Patent Agents, &c. 8vo., los. fid. 


Lang (Andrew). 

Modern M)THorAK;Y. 8vo., g.s'. 

Letters to Dead Authors. Fc; 
8vo., 2S. fid. net. 

Boons and Bcwnmen. With 

Coloured Plates and 17 Illustratior 
Fcp. 8 VO., 21'. fid. net. 

Old Friends. Fcp. 8vo., 2 s. 6d 

>1 

Letters on Literature. 

8vo., 21. fid. net. 

CocN Lane and Aziv. 

Crown 8vo., 3s. fid. ^ • 

The Book of Preams andK^hos 

Crown 8vd., fis. ^ 
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Macfarren. — Zficrrav-i oif Har- 
MONY. By Sir George A. Macfarren. 
SvoT, 12 S. 

Max (F). 

India : Wha t can it Teach Us ? 

Crown 8 VO., 3s. 6^/. 

Chips from a German Workshop. 
Vol. I. Recent Essays and Addresses. 

Crown 8vo., C)s. 6 d. net. ^ 

Vol. II. Biographical Essays. Crown 
* 8vo., 65. 6(/. net. 

Vol. III. Essays on Language and Litera- 
ture. Crown 8vo., 6 s. 6 d. net. 

Vol. IV. Essays on Mythology and Folk 
Lore. Crown 8vo, 8s. 6 d. net. 


Poore (George Vivian), M.D., , 
F.R.C.P. 

Ess A YS ON Rural ^Uvgiene. With- 
13 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d, 

The Dwelling House. Wi.h 3 'fe 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6r{. | 

Proctor. — Strength : How to get 
Strong and keep Strong, with Chapters, 0 **' 
Rowing and Swimming, Fat, Age, and ^ 
Waist. By K. A. Proctor. With 9 
trations. Crown 8vo., 25. 

Rossetti.—.// Shadow of DANTEj 
being an Essay towards studying Hiips^li; 
his World and his Pilgrimage. By Mawa 
Francesca Rossetti. With Frontispi^C 
by Dante Gabriel Rossetti. CrowiS 
8vo., 3s. 6d. • ' • 


Contributions to the Science of 
AfVTllOLOC.Y. 2 vols. 8vO., 32 i\ 

Milner. — Country Pleasures : the 
Chronicle of a Year chiefly in a Garden. 
By George Milner. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Morris (William). 

Signs of Change. Seven Lectures 

delivered on various Occasions. Post 
8 VO., 45. 6d. 

I/O FES AND Fears for Art. hive 

f/ecUires delivered in Birmingham, Lon- 
don, &c., in 1878-1881. Crown 8vo., 
45. 6d. 

Orchard.— 7'// Astronomy of 
• • ‘ Milton's Pasadisk Lost By Thomas 
N. Orchaku, M.D., Member of the British 
Astronomical Association. With 13 Illus- 
•trations. 8vo., 15s. 


Solovyoff— ^ Modern ‘PRiEStm 

OF /SIS {Madame Bla yatskv). Abrid^- 1 
and Translated on Behalf of the Society » 
Psychical Research from the Russian of;; 
Vsevolod Sergyeevich Solovyoff. By^ 
Walter Leaf, Litt. D. With Appendiwig^ 
Crown 8vo., 6s. ' J 

Soulsby (Lucy H. M.). 

SrRA\’ Thoughts on Reading/^ 

Small 8vo., 2S. 6<L net. ; 

StrayThougiits for Girls. i6rho.,^ 

IS. 6d. net. 

Stra j' '/'hough is for AIo'thers and 
Teachers. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. net. 
.Stray Thoughts for iNYAL/u^j^ 
i6mo., 2S. net. . 

Stevens. — On the Stowage of Ship^ 
and their Carooes. With Information re- 
garding Freights, Charter-Parties, §cc. . By 
Robert White Stevens, Associate-Mem'- 
ber of the Institute of Naval Architect. 
8vo., 2 IS. . ! Cl 


Miscellaneous Theological Works. 

for Church of England and Roman Catholic Works see Messks. Longmans & Co.-* 
r^r onu,.,. J J Special Catalogues. 

Balfour. Fovnpations of , Bird (Robert)-coh/im«6><I. 


Octiiuui. , 

Belief; bffng Notes Introductory to the 
’study* of Theology. By the Right Hon. 
Arthur J Balfour, M.P. 8 vo., 12s. 6d. 


^’Jhjlds Re I ug ion. Or. Svo., as. 
J^PH^ ^the Dreamer Crown 
^ 8vo., 5s. 


fiisus, THE ^ Carpenter pi 
Nazareth. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

To be had also in 'I'wo Parts, price 2S. 64' 
each. d 


Part L GaliLa. 

Ge.inrsaret. 


AND THE Lake bi 


Part IL Jerusalem AND THE Per^vI 
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t^rCA. K. H.)i (‘ A,K.H.B.’), 

‘.^CASlOtfALA^lMMEMORIALDAYS: 
piacourscs. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6rf. 

p<}tfNSEL AND Comfort from a 
S Ct'Fi^PVLPiT. Crown 8 VO., 35. 

SoNDAY Afternoons in the Parish 
I Church of a Scottish C/njvbrsity 
O f City. Crown 8vo. , 3s. 6d. 


Endeavours AFTER the Christian 

Life. Discourses. Crown 8vo., 7s. td. 
The Seat of Authority in Pe~_ 

LIGION. 8vo., I4J. 

Essays, Eevieivs, and Adda 
4 Vols. Crown 8vo., ys. 6d. each. 


Changed Aspects of Unchanged 

IRuths. Crov/n 8vo., 35. 6d. 

&RAVER Thoughts of a Country 
y!’-: P arson Three Series. Crown 8vo., 
35, i5<i. each. 


I. Personal; Political. II. Ecclesiastical; Historical. 
III. Theological; Philosophical. IV. Academical; 
Reli^ous. 

ffoME Prayers, with Tivo Servkpes 
for Public Worship Crown 8vo., 35. bd. 


j1^0bsei^t Day Thoughts. Crown 
.3s. bd. 

.^I^SJDR Mus^ings. Cr, 8vo., 35. ^d. 

^^ 'Meet the Z)ay’ through the 
Christian Year : being a Text of Scripture, 
with an Original Meditation and a Short 
$€lection in Verse for Every Day, Crown 
3vo;j 4r. 6d. 


Max Muller (F.). 

Hibbert Lectures on the Origin 
AND Growth of Religion., as illustrated 
by the Religions of India. Cr. 8vo., ys. bd. 

Introduction to the Science of 
Religion: Four Lectures delivered at the 
Royal Institution. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6if. 


Abbe de Lamennais. 
AND THE Liberal Catholic Movement 
iN, France. By the Hon. W. Gibson. 
:1?Vith Portrait. 8vo^, 125. 6d. 

iaJischCM. M., Ph.D.). 

^jble Studies. Part I . Pro - 
phecies of Balaam. 8vo., lor. 6d. Part 
n. The Book of Jonah. 8vo., lor. bd. 

Commentary on the Old Testa- 

^■(ment: with a New Translation. Vol. I. 
Genesis. Syo., i8s. Or adapted for the 
G0eral Reader. 125. Vol. II. Exodus. 
,155. Or adapted for the General Reader. 

' i2i. Vol. 111. Leviticus, Part I. 155. 

Or ad^ted for the General Reader. 8s. 

. Voli; XV. Leviticus, Part II. 155. Or 
adilpted for the General Reader. 8s. 


rmcdpnaid (George). 

t^Hi^RONEN S ermons,. Three Series, 
8 vo., 35, 6 d. each. 

JfSfR acres of our Lord. 

•JSt'own dW., 

!^lii;ihe.au (James). .1 

OF ■ T^ScfcHT OF SacRSJO 
S*'?' ans.' S*- ■vyl^ Crown Svo., 

' '■ 


Natural Religion. The Gifford 

Lectures, delivered before the University 
of Glasgow in 1888. Crown 8vo., los. bd. 

Physical Religion. The Gifford 
Lectures, delivered before the University 
pf Glasgow in i8go. Crown 8vo., 105. bd. 

Anthropological Religion. The 
Gifford Lectures, delivered before the Uni- 
versity of Glasgow in i8gi. Cr.8vo., io5.6tf. 

Theosophy, or Psychological Re 
LIGION. The Gifford Lectures, delivered 
before the University of Glasgow in iSg2, 
Crown 8vo., lo^. bd. 

Three Lectures on the VedAnta 
Philosophy, delivered at the Royal 
Institution in March, i8g4. 8vo., 55. 

'Romo.ntS,^ T houghts on Religk^ 

By George J. RoMANEfv LL.D^ 

Crown 8vo., 45. bd. \ 

Vivekananda.— Yoga Philosophy: 

Lectures delivered in New Yo)^ Wijntej of. 

1895.96, by the SWAMT ^ D/4 

on Raja Yoga ; or, Conquering thlnlffternal 
. Nature ; also . Pat^l^Ps YJ^ga A^^risms, 

^ ii^dth.Comment^^ -^ctwn pyo, 






